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Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 


POSSESSING HIS DANCING QUEEN 


Sizzle ‘til you burn... 


Brett 

As soon as | saw Amy, | wanted her, wanted to be deep 
inside her - part angel- part devil. But this was no ordinary 
lust - | knew she was the one, the woman | wanted to share 
the rest of my life with, have my babies. Trouble is - she 
turns out to be the goddaughter of my business partner, the 
only friend | have in this damn town. He’s way too protective 
of her, and the age difference coupled with my past- well, 
he’s not going to be too happy when he finds out. 

But my bad boy days are way over... 


Amy 

The night Brett saved me from an angry mob, | knew he was 
the one, handsome and so honourable, not one of the bad 
boys my mother warned me about. When he asked for my 
number | knew his feelings were mutual. But my Uncle Tony 
keeps me wrapped in cotton wool. I’m 18 now and a grown 
woman, not a kid...even though I’ve never been with a man. 
But Brett makes me ache in ways | never imagined... 


*Possessing His Dancing Queen is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Brett 


| squint through the haze. The smoke drapes across the 
gaudy red curtains, hiding the stage and clouding my vision. 


The cold beer tastes good in the heat, but | don't rush. | 
drink slowly, waiting, savoring the anticipation. 


I'm early, but it's worth the wait. This small town bar fills 
fast, and | want a good seat. 


The place is already crowded... all the men apart from the 
girls serving behind the bar. Jed, the owner, has an eye for 
the ladies and his choices tonight certainly don’t disappoint. 


One of the girls catches my eye and | raise my beer bottle in 
her direction, but she’s too busy working hard as she 
panders to the whims of the barflies. 


| noticed her earlier, but it’s only now I see her name badge. 
‘Cat’, it says, and | wonder if she has claws. 


| could certainly make her purr. She's cute, and her 
uniform...a low-cut, tight fitting T-shirt that shows her curves 
and just how well stacked she is... leaves nothing to the 
imagination. Her hard nipples pucker against the tight 
material. She sees me eyeing her and smiles brazenly. No 
place for shrinking violets here. 


As she steps out from behind the counter to collect the 
empty glasses and clear the ashtrays, | see that this cat is 
wearing oh so short hot pants, her pert little butt waggling 
distractingly as she works. 


| feel my crotch tighten but try and ignore the feeling. There 
is a bigger fish to catch tonight. 


Jed has promised a class-act tonight, something different 
from the usual worn out, old strippers. 


I'm in need of some titillation tonight. Don't get me wrong, 
I'm not just here for a cheap thrill. I'm strictly a one-woman 
guy, it's just that | haven't found the right one yet. 


After forty years of searching, you’d think | would have met 
her by now. My friends say I'm too choosy...maybe they’re 
right, but I'm looking for perfection. 


| want to give my whole heart to the right woman, give my 
very soul to the woman who will be my life partner and bear 
my children. I'm not a man to settle for second best. 


| glance at my watch as I take another sip of my cold beer. 
It's almost time, and as if reading my thoughts, the spotlight 
appears on the small wooden stage, an empty circle of light 
waiting to be filled. 


| adjust my seat as the music begins...a slow, distinct beat 
that starts to throb around the room. 


A shout goes up from the crowd, and the rabble stomps their 
feet and pounds their beer glasses in time to the rhythm. 


The tempo slows until there is just the beat of one drum, and 
| lean forward in my seat to get a better look, the palms of 
my hands moist in anticipation. 


She appears suddenly in a cloud of feathers, and fora 
moment | wonder if this is some joke, some stunt pulled by 
Jed to entice the men in attendance. 'Gilda, Erotic Dancer 
extraordinaire’, the class act he promised. That would be a 
change for this seedy joint. | half expect Rita Hayworth to 
step out from behind the swathe of feathers. | can almost 
see her red hair dazzling under the spotlight. 


The crowd is becoming restless. They came here to get their 
pound of flesh, literally, and have already drunk too much to 
be kept waiting. 


A handful of wax paper, that lines those baskets that hold 
endless supplies of hot wings, is thrown towards the stage 
and catches amongst the white feathers, raising a whoop 
from the audience. Just as my heart is about to sink, the 
tempo changes again, and a long arm, clad in a long black 
satin glove appears, and then another. 


With the long arms held aloft, | can see that the white 
feathers are part of an elaborate costume. Two long legs clad 
in black fishnet stockings and high stiletto shoes appear. 
She is like some headless exotic bird, her head bent forward 
and hidden by a feathered headdress. 


The crowd jeers and | can see spit fly through the air, caught 
in the spotlight before landing in the shadows. 


| feel sorry for the kid on stage and hope she is as good as 
Jed promised. The crowd is already howling for blood. 


Raising my glass for another sip, | stop mid-air, transfixed as 
Gilda slowly pulls her head upwards to face the crowd. | can 
hardly believe my eyes. Her face is exquisite...long, blonde 
curls framing a small, angular face. Her eyes close as if in 
some private ecstasy...a half angel, half devil standing 
before me. 


The beat changes, and as if on cue, she opens her eyes and 
they seem to look directly at me, cool and steady. It's some 
distance from the bar to the stage, but I can clearly see 
they’re blue and as deep as the ocean. | stare back, 
mesmerized as I’m struck down like a proverbial flash of 
lightning. She’s the one, and the one thing that | thought 
was reserved for Hollywood movies that | would never watch 
is playing out right in front of my eyes...and within me. 


Love at first sight. 


Even the rabble around me quiets down, transfixed by the 
sight before them as their open mouths dry in anticipation. 


With a click of her fingers, the music changes again, the 
rhythm still slow, hypnotizing binaural beats. 


Gilda begins to move, carefully at first as if trying out her 
moves for the very first time as she raises her arms, causing 
the feathers of her costume to part, revealing a tight red 
satin bodice. 


Her figure matches her face, a perfect blend of curves that | 
can almost feel in my hands, the roundness of her hips 
dipping into the tiny waist. She moves with snake-like ease 
around the stage, gyrating to the steady beat. 


Adjusting my position to make room for my rapidly growing 
hardness, I’m transfixed, a slave to my lust. It's more than 
sex, though. Women can be bought for the price of a couple 
of drinks in this town. It’s not that | don't long to dive 
between those long legs of hers, but Gilda is different... very 
different. She strikes deep into my heart, and | already 
know, more than I’ve even known anything in my life, that | 
want her to have my babies. 


The crowd rises to their feet, whistling and urging the girl to 
“take 'em off”. | wish they would all fuck off and leave just 
the two of us alone. 


With a flick of her wrist, the veil of feathers falls to the floor, 
the skimpy costume leaving little to the imagination. The 
tiny 'v' of her red satin crotch now visible. 


A rush of heat pulses through me as | imagine the softness 
of her thighs. 


I’ve never wanted a woman so much in all my life. 


Gilda continues to dance provocatively, swaying her hips at 
all angles, the shiny satin of her costume tight across her 
flat stomach. Her shoulders roll in a sort of a shimmy, and 
she wiggles forward, before sliding down slowly into a split, 
those long legs sliding apart until her crotch is flat against 


the stage floor, her legs splayed out on either side. My 
stomach tightens and suddenly a deep moan, damn near a 
growl, comes out of nowhere. | take another swig of beer, 
hoping the alcohol will quickly do its job and calm me down 
before | absolutely lose it. 


The air is thick with pheromones, a male alpha tang filling 
the room, musky and ripe. More catcalls and wolf whistles 
follow. The crowd is hungry but no way am I letting them 
get close to what’s mine. 


Suddenly the music changes again, but this time | half 
recognize the tune. The girl rises from her pose, and walking 
to the side of the stage, she pulls out a microphone from a 
stand. She eyes the audience warily before starting her 
song. Her voice is sultry, but | note a nervous tremor in her 
words: 


“Never know how much | love you, 
Never know how much I care 

When you put your arms around me 
| get a fever that's so hard to bear.” 


The old Peggy Lee hit 'Fever', and | swear she’s singing it 
just for me. 


“You give me fever...” 


| sit watching, open-mouthed as she sings. The rest of the 
bar could be completely engulfed in flames right now and | 
wouldn’t even know. 


Her eyes are closed, lost in the moment as her body moves 
gently to the beat of the music. It's only when she opens her 
eyes again to look out at her audience that I notice a 
change. | see her sultry, soulful look alter to one of panic, 
and | see the look of fear in the depths of those perfect blue 
eyes of hers. 


I’ve been so hypnotized by Gilda this entire time that | 
hadn't noticed the mood of the bar change. The crowd’s paid 
to see flesh, not the most beautiful woman in the world sing 
so perfectly, and they’re quickly growing ugly. 


| can see their bloodshot eyes glinting in the spotlight, and 
the wolf whistles turn to booing and cheap sexual 
innuendos. 


At first, it's just one or two calls from the crowd, but now the 
men appear to stand as one as they move closer to the 
stage. Gilda takes a step backwards, still singing but looking 
around her, wondering if she should make a quick exit. 


A beer bottle is lobbed onto the stage, just missing the poor 
girl by an inch and pouring the remains of its contents in a 
widening pool of brown liquid across the stage. It acts asa 
signal, and a loud cheer rises from the crowd to the 
collective chant of “Off, Off, Off’. 


| feel my hands instinctively clench into tight fists. | didn’t 
come here looking for a fight and I’m not a guy with a short 
fuse... but I’m also no coward and no way in hell am | letting 
anyone, especially a bunch of drunk guys, treat a woman 
this way. 


| don’t need a mirror in front of me to know my face is 
burning red and the rage, and strength that it brings, inside 
me is growing. 


The music stops and the girl freezes on stage, standing 
helplessly as she seems unable to move as the crowd stirs 
impatiently. They want what they perceive to be their 
money’s worth. 


A deep, primal instinct stirs within me as | absolutely need 
to protect this girl... my girl. Standing, | make my way 
towards the front of the crowd, pushing roughly through the 
drunken mob. I'm just in time as one of the men starts to 
clamber awkwardly onto the stage. 


Before | know it, my fist meets his face, the familiar hard 
sting against my knuckles. It's been a long time since I’ve 
thrown a punch, but | haven’t missed a beat. 


| feel a quick burst of pleasure that | need to control. The 
guy looks at me, bewildered for a split second as his knees 
buckle just before he falls heavily, sorawling backwards 
across the stage. Another loud cheer from the crowd and 
suddenly it's a free for all. Now I'm up on the stage, arms 
outstretched and feet squarely on the floor like a 
prizefighter. | glance behind and Gilda is still standing there 
like a deer caught in the headlights. 


“Go”, | shout, just before | feel a fist connect with my ribs, 
throwing me off balance momentarily. The guy | floored is 
out cold, but someone has stepped over him, bobbing and 
weaving in front of me looking to take down the man who’s 
already got one knockout punch on his resume tonight. 


Make that two. 


No one’s getting past me right now. I’m not letting anyone 
get near her and | drop him just as quickly as the first. 


Glancing around | see Gilda has finally taken her chance to 
leave, her costume quickly disappearing in the direction of 
the back dressing room, giving me a bit of relief, and making 
my chest swell with pride knowing | protected her. 


Not a single finger was laid on her tonight, and never will 
be...except my own, although never in violence. 


Now that Gilda’s has left the scene, it's my blood the crowd 
wants. | shrug, interlacing my fingers and turning my 
knuckles to my face and my palms outward as | lock both 
elbows out, my knuckles cracking. 


If they want a piece of me they can have it... but they better 
be ready for a whole lot more than a piece. 


These are the men, not that I’d ever refer to them with that 
kind of civility or dignity after the way they just treated my 
woman, who bunched up and came at Gilda aggressively. 


Time to fight fire with fire and show them just how 
aggressive | can be when it comes to protecting what’s 
mine. 


Another bottle flies onto the stage and catches my arm as 
more of the crowd clamber up towards me. 


I'm ready for every last one of ‘em. 


A blow hits me straight in the stomach, but it's a weak shot 
and | know most of the rest will be as well due to the fact 
that most of these scumbags are half drunk already. 


Fists come flying from every direction, and | immediately 
taste the iron flavor of blood as a blow hits me squarely on 
the jaw. I'm out of practice and should have seen that punch 
coming from a mile away. 


| catch sight of Jed, the owner of the bar, out of the corner of 
my eye. He must have just arrived, and | see him eye the 
scene wearily. The fighting has broken out in the main bar 
area, and tables and chairs are being knocked over in the 
melee along with glasses smashing on the beer-soaked floor. 


It won't be the first time that this joint has been wrecked. 


He sees me looking and waves me over before walking 
outside again. There’s little he can do, and the fighting will 
just have to run its course. 


Jumping down from the stage, | manage to sidestep the 
melee and slink around the side of the room. Stepping 
outside the evening air is cool against my skin. I'm soaked in 
sweat, and my knuckles are sore. | reach Jed just as the 
sound of a police siren wails in the distance. Good timing. 


Jed’s lighting a cigarette and offers me one as | approach, 
but all | can do is shake my head. 


It’s been over fifteen years since | gave it up, but it's 
tempting all the same. 


He beckons to the noise inside. 


“| guess they didn't like the act?” Jed half smiles and looks 
to me for an explanation. 


“They were expecting a stripper Jed, but instead they gota 
singer...not to mention the best, and most beautiful, one 
who’s ever walked through those doors in the history of this 
establishment.” 


Raising an eyebrow, he blows a cloud of smoke into the still 
air. 

“Singer and exotic dancer...” 

“You advertised her as an erotic dancer, Jed?” 

The man looks nonplussed. 

“Exotic, erotic...what's the difference?” 


| can feel my hands start to curl into fists again, but this is 
not the time. 


“That poor girl was almost attacked out there. When she 
started to sing...” 


Jed stops me with his raised hand. 


“These girls know the score and what's expected. | pay 'em 
well to take their clothes off.” 


| could knock the smirk right off his face, but a police car 
rounds the corner just in the nick of time to save him from 
what he doesn’t even seem to register he deserves to have 
coming. 


“I'll go and see if the kid is alright.” 


“No, I'll go”, | sharply command. “Better if you stay here and 
sort out this mess.” 


A few of the men have started to stumble out of the bar, 
alerted by the police siren and eager to make their escape. 


| motion to the police car before heading around the outside 
of the building towards the back entrance. | can't afford to 
be involved in this. 


But I also can’t afford to not be involved... with her. 


CHAPTER 2 


Brett 


Backstage is too grand a term for the small shabby room at 
the back of the bar, used by the touring artists as their 
changing room. On the wall is pinned one of Jed's 
homemade posters announcing 'Gilda- Erotic Dancer 
Extraordinaire’. | tear down the paper and crumple it in my 
hand. Jed has a lot to answer for. 


Suddenly | feel kind of awkward and nervous as | step 
towards the door. 


It's partially open, and I can see the girl, my girl, moving 
around inside. Part of me wants to watch, but I'm no voyeur, 
so | Knock, not wanting to startle her. 


There’s a pause before she comes to the door and peeks 
cautiously through the opening. | can tell she’s unsure, her 
blue eyes wide and innocent. She seems to recognize me. | 
try and act cool. 


“| just came to see if you were okay.” 


| feel the anticipation of both her answer and wanting to be 
closer to her shoot through me, until she finally opens the 
door wider and steps back a little to let me in. 


Stripped of her make-up and costume, Gilda is a lot younger 
than | expected and I’m startled by her fresh-faced beauty. 
My instinct is to reach out and touch her, but | keep my 
hands safely by my side. 


“i'm fine.” 
She’s swapped her costume for a long, blue satin dressing 
gown, and I imagine her naked beneath it. It takes me a 


moment to realize that she’s speaking and | shake myself. 


“I'm fine, really,” she says, although she doesn't look 
convinced. “I guess that | stink?” 


| frown, unable to take my eyes off hers or to answer. 
“My act, | guess it stinks. The audience, they hated me...” 


She looks close to tears, and again, | want to reach out and 
hold her. 


“No, you were great. Honestly. That drunk bunch out there 
wouldn't know a class act from their hairy backsides.” 


She smiles and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in 
my life. Damn, how is this happening... and so fast? 


“But they threw things at me, l...” 


She's trying to be strong, but her lip wobbles and her blue 
eyes shine green with tears. God, | long to hold her in my 

arms but the way | feel, fuelled with emotion and pumped 
up from the fight, | couldn't trust myself. 


“Here, wipe your eyes with this Gilda.” 


| take a clean handkerchief from my pocket and hand it to 
her. 


“It's Amy by the way,” she blows her nose delicately. 
“Huh?” 


She smiles again, perfect white teeth flashing at me from 
behind red lips. 


“My name, its Amy, Gilda is my stage name, my alter ego, 
although after tonight | feel like packing the whole thing in. 
It's just a Summer job to pay my way through college.” 


Her voice is as sultry as her singing, and | detect a Southern 
lilt to her accent. 


“No, you were great. It's just that the audience was 
expecting something a little bit different.” 


She raises an eyebrow. 
“A stripper, they were expecting a stripper.” 
The realization hits her eyes, and she can't help but smile. 


“No wonder they were angry. | thought it was my singing, 
but why on earth should they think that?” 


| remember the crumpled poster still in my hand, open it up 
and hand it to her. 


She reads it, eyes wide. 
“Oh, | see.” 


“So you see it wasn't your act at all, you're way too classy 
for this run-down joint.” 


“I can see why they were so angry. They want a naked 
woman and they got me instead...” 


“You were great”, | feel myself grinning from ear to ear... so 
much for trying to be cool. 


“But you're hurt?” 


She must have noticed the blood on my fists as | handed her 
the poster. Instinctively she moves closer, taking one of my 
hands in hers to examine it further. 


My cock grows hard at her touch. | try to think about 
anything but the throbbing in my groin. Her hands are so 
soft and tiny in mine, and she runs her fingers softly across 
my bruised knuckles, causing a shiver to pass through me. | 
am totally under her spell and my heart races, the passion 
pulsing through my body. She looks at me, and | wonder if 
she can read my thoughts. | sure hope not or else she’d 
demand | get out of her dressing room or she’d take off 


running until she was as far away from me as humanly 
possibly. Maybe both. 


“Excuse me.” 


The voice appears from nowhere and surprises us both. It’s 
Sergeant Lomax from the local police squad who’s come to 
see if everything is okay. 


He recognizes me immediately, not from any professional 
entanglements, but because | donated a generous amount 
to the annual Police Charity Ball. 


“| didn't expect to find you here, Mr. Stephens.” He looks 
surprised, and | wonder how I’m going to save face. This is a 
seedy club, and | am a respected local businessman. 


Gilda, or should I say, Amy, must have seen the look on my 
face and comes to my rescue. 


“He saved me out there. The audience, they turned on me, 
and Mr. Stephens here rescued me. | don't Know what | 
would have done if he hadn't arrived when he did.” 


Amy flutters her eyelashes at the Sergeant while | compose 
myself. 


“That's right, Lomax. | was passing by on my way back home 
after working late. | could see something was happening 
here and | stopped to see if | could help. | arrived just in time 
to get Amy clear of the crowd, which was really an angry 
mob at that point.” 


Lomax has always been a lazy cop who does whatever it 
takes to avoid extra work. Heck he tries to avoid any kind of 
work, regular, extra, or anything in between. Above and 
beyond the call of duty isn’t in his vocabulary, and it was 
about to play in my favor. He nodded slowly. 


“Well, no-one seems to be hurt, and Jed won't be pressing 
charges for any damages. | guess we can leave it at that.” 


My phone begins to vibrate in my pocket. | want to ignore it, 
but all eyes turn towards me. | reach for my phone. It's the 
reminder | set. Dammit. | have a call scheduled in fifteen 
minutes. It’s an urgent international business call, and | 
can't miss it. | need to leave right away. 


It's an awkward moment as Lomax stands and looks at me. | 
think on my feet. 


“I have to go, an urgent business call to make. Amy, if you 
let me have your number | can call you about that part-time 
summer job | mentioned.” 


| look at her pleadingly, hoping that she isn't going to call 
me out. Instead, she smiles knowingly. 


“Sure.” 


She gives me her number, and | quickly punch it into my 
phone. | would have liked a few more minutes alone with 
her, but Lomax is still lurking and waiting to take the 
minimum required statement from her. 


“We better leave so she can get dressed. There'll be no 
more trouble tonight, and Jed says he'll see to it that she 
gets home okay. l'Il walk with you to your car, Mr. Stephens,” 
Lomax offers unhelpfully. 


| manage a quick smile to Amy, which she readily returns 
before | step outside with the Sergeant, and the door closes 
behind us. 


My heart sinks as | walk away, | don't want to go, but there's 
nothing | can do about it. 


Lomax rambles on, shaking his head. 


“| don't know what these young girls expect... half-naked and 
parading around in front of a bar full of drunken men. | 
mean, c'mon, | have a daughter about her age...” 


“It was Jed's fault, not the girl’s.” | snap back at Lomax and 
see the surprised look quickly take over his face. | calm 
myself for a moment. | don't want any trouble. 


“Hey it's late, and it's been a long day,” | smile and half pat 
the Sergeant good-naturedly on the back. 


Pushing his cap back, he laughs. 
“It sure has been.” 


With that, | step quickly over to my Porsche. Time is flying, 
and | have to get outta here and get on that call. As | open 
the door, the Sergeant calls me back. 


“Mr. Stephens?” 
My heart thuds and | try to look casual as | glance back. 


“Thanks for helping that girl tonight. Our job would be a lot 
easier if there were more men like you around. Goodnight 
Sir.” 

| smile at the irony and drive away. 


| tap the steering wheel thinking of her, but a few minutes 
later that business call pulls me back into the moment, 
although it’s impossible to focus...and it’s not because of the 
time of night. 


It’s because of her. 


Amy is at the forefront of my mind, not business. It’s the 
first time in my life a person was more important to me than 
making another buck. 


And what’s most important is her, and the way she’s come 
into my world, rocked it, and completely turned it upside 
down. 


It's late when | finish the call, or should | say early 
considering it’s well past midnight but well before dawn. 


| pour myself a whisky and settle down to relax in an 
overstuffed leather chair. As soon as | close my eyes, | can 
see her eyes looking at me, clear and blue. | think about the 
feathers and the tight satin costume, her long legs and the 
touch of her hand. My cock quickly hardens, and | slip out of 
my jeans and settle back down, hand on my cock in firm 
stroking movements. 


God, | wanted her...that tight little ass, those long legs and 
soft thighs. | imagine those red lips bearing down on me, her 
sweet mouth around my hard cock. It doesn't take me long 
before a hot creamy load is spurting into the air like Old 
Faithful, gravity bringing it back down as it plasters my hand 
as | gasp with pleasure. 


If only it were inside her, claiming her, making her mine and 
filling her belly with my baby. 


Suddenly l'm weary. | knock back the whisky, shower, and 
climb into bed... my head and my heart full of her. 


CHAPTER 3 


Amy 


| close the door quickly behind them, my heart beating fast. 
I’m not sure if it’s the shock of the last half an hour or 
something else. 


Sitting down, | reach for the already opened bottle of beer to 
calm my nerves. The beer is warm and flat, but | drink it 
anyway. 


For a moment, | allow myself to cry...tears of self-pity more 
than anything else. I’m not one of those women who cries 
easily, but it’s been one hell of a night. It’s then that | realize 
that I’m holding the handkerchief he gave me. Lifting the 
white cotton to my nose, | breathe deeply, and beneath the 
scent of my powder and perfume, | get a hint of him...a 
clean, fresh outdoorsy kind of smell. 


Closing my eyes, | can see his face distinctly...dark brown 
hair framing high cheekbones, chiseled good looks and deep 
brown eyes. | noticed him first when | was singing on stage. 
He was at the back of the room on a bar stool overlooking 
the rest of the crowd. 


| don’t usually look out at the audience, | know it sounds 
silly, but | could sense his gaze, even though a hundred 
other guys were looking at me, only he could really see me. 
That sounds weird, and | take another swig of beer. | don’t 
even know his first name, but at least he asked for my 
number. | smile remembering the subtle way he asked for it 
so the sergeant wouldn’t know he was hitting on me. 


| guess he’s twice my age, but | always liked older men, not 
that there has been a single one in my life to date, nothing 


serious anyway. 


With my mother’s illness and studying, there has never 
really been any time to socialize. The thought of my poor 
mother brings a lump to my throat, a dull ache in my chest 
and the tears start to fall again. It’s only been a few months 
since her death, and it’s still raw. She really wanted me to 
carry on with my dancing, and it’s the only thing that has 
kept me going. I’m glad she couldn’t see me tonight... all 
those men and their ugly faces wanting a piece of me. At 
least it wasn’t my act they didn’t like. | pick up the torn 
poster ‘Gilda- erotic dancer.’ It seems funny now, but I'd 
never been so scared in all my life. If it hadn’t been for my 
tall, dark and handsome stranger, | don’t know what would 
have happened. 


It’s warm, but I shiver unexpectedly at the thought of him 
once more. | can almost feel his strong arms around me, 
holding me tight. He made me feel safe, but it was more 
than that. | could tell by the way he looked at me that he 
wanted me, | could sense his sexual desire, and it caused an 
ache within me too, one that I’ve never experienced before. 
The feeling frightens me, but at the same time excites me 
too. 


There’s another knock at the door, and my heart beats 
quickly. Maybe he came back? With a quick glance into the 
mirror, | wipe my eyes and tidy up my hair before opening 
the door. 


I’m disappointed. It’s not him. Instead, it’s an overweight, 
balding man, and he looks rather sheepish. 


“Gilda?” He looks surprised, probably at how young | look. 
“Yeah, but my real name is Amy.” 


Holding the robe tightly around me, | extend my hand. He 
stares fora moment before taking it, as if he has never 
shaken hands with a woman before. 


“Well, Gilda, | mean, Amy. I’m Jed the owner. Sorry | wasn’t 
here tonight. | gather the crowd was a little bit feisty?” He 
tries to laugh, but | just stare back at him. 


“Feisty? They almost killed me. If it wasn’t for the kindness 
of that guy, | don’t know what might have happened.” 


Jed scratches his head. “Oh Brett, yeah he’s a good guy.” 
Brett, the name suits him. 


“You seem a little young for this business. Are you sure 
you’re in the right profession, | mean you need to handle 
yourself out there?” 


| don’t like his tone. 


“And what do you mean by that?” | glare back at him, my 
eyes narrowing. 


“Stripping. Come on, you know the score. You know what 
these men want. Tits and ass, now if you’re not prepared...” 


| cut him off sharply. 


“lam not a stripper. | am a singer and burlesque dancer. It 
was you who advertised me as an erotic dancer.” 


| almost throw the poster in his face. 

He shrugs. “All the same to me, sweetheart.” 

We glare at each other for a few moments. 

“| promised the sergeant | would see you back home.” 
“I can make my own way, it’s not far.” 


He shrugs. “Suit yourself, makes no difference to me.” And 
with that, he steps back out of the door. 


| run after him. “Hey, what about my money?” 
He replies without even turning to look at me. 


“| had to refund each and everyone who came tonight. You 
didn’t deliver the goods, honey. No show, no pay.” 


“But it wasn’t my fault,” | shout after him, but he’s already 
disappeared into the night. 


Lucky for this jerk that Uncle Tony isn’t here. He would have 
gone bananas. He’s not my real uncle, but my guardian... my 
father’s best friend. 


| never knew my father. He died when I was young, but 
apparently Tony swore to my father that he would look after 
me. 


| haven’t seen him since my mother’s funeral though. He 
wanted me to come down and stay with him immediately, 
but | had to finish up my current semester at college first. 


| like Tony. He’s been like a father to me over the years, but 
he treats me like a princess, and he needs to realize I’m all 
grown up now. | shudder to think what would have 
happened if he knew what had happened here tonight. He 
doesn’t even know about my act, just that I’m singing and 
dancing to earn some money to put me through dance 
school. 


| didn’t tell him I was coming until last night. He’s curtailing 
his business trip and will be back tomorrow. Luckily his 
neighbor has a key to the house, and | can let myself in. 


My stage outfit is lying crumpled on the floor, and as | pick it 
up, | smile to myself. Uncle Tony would never approve of this. 
My fingers rub along the soft, silky material, sensuous to my 
touch. It’s pure theatre and so unlike the real me. | guess 
that’s why | love it, harking back to the glamour of the ’40s 
and ’50s. 


My mind wanders back to the handsome stranger, Brett. | 
can see his eyes gazing at me, appreciating my body but not 


in a sleazy way. A quick thrill shudders through me as | 
imagine those strong hands caressing me. | hope he calls. 


CHAPTER 4 


Brett 


Despite my exhaustion, | don't sleep well, and when | do, 
she’s there. | can’t stop dreaming about Amy, or was it 
Gilda. | wonder if there’s a difference between the two apart 
from the costume and make-up. 


In my dream Gilda is giving me a private lap-dance, this 
time wearing only feathers that leave nothing to the 
imagination, before they slowly started falling away one by 
one as she writhed around my naked body, my cock hard 
and erect yet my hands fastened to my sides, unable to do 
anything about it. 


| feel the soft feathers on my skin as Gilda teases, stroking 
my erection lightly with a large feather, allowing her 
delicate fingers to touch me momentarily. | want to grab her 
and pull her onto my throbbing cock. | ache for her but can’t 
move. All | can do is watch her as the feathers fall one by 
one onto the floor until she’s standing naked before me. | 
suck in a hard breath of air at her beauty, and she smiles 
before licking her lips and kneeling in front of me, just about 
to touch my hardness with her soft tongue. 


My body shoots forward and up causing the sheets to 
tighten around my cock. The sheets are sticky with my 
come. It’s been years since I’ve had a wet dream and | feel 
like a teenage boy again... because of her. 


Only her. 


| reach for my watch and have to blink my eyes a few times 
to make sure I’m seeing it right. It’s after nine in the 
morning already? Damn, my body took over, making me 


sleep in longer than ever. My mind and body are trying to 
tell me that the only thing that matters now is her, and 
they’re both fixated on her completely. 


| have work to do, but there’s something more important. 
Reaching for my phone, | flick open the address book. 


Amy. Her name is first on the list. 


| hesitate a moment before pressing the button to call her, 
my heart racing. | wait for the phone to ring. A message is 
displayed. 


Number invalid. 
| blink wearily and try again. 
Number invalid. 


| may have just woken up but I’m sure wide awake now, my 
mind racing to think of how I’m going to get in touch with 
her. There’s no way I’m letting her, us, slip from my grasp. 


| try the number again and again with the same result. Shit, | 
must have put the wrong number into my phone. 


| hurl my phone across the room, and luckily it hits the wall 
flat before bouncing and falling onto the rug at the end of 
the bed. 


Fuck. | can't believe it. | don't even know her surname and 
without a phone number, how on earth can | contact her? 

What would be the chance of seeing her again? This town 
isn't especially big, but what if she lives out of town? 


Jed must know. He hired her and must know where she lives 
or at least where she’s staying. Even just the right contact 
number would help. 


| haven't lived here too long, but | would have noticed the 
girl if she had been around. Maybe Tony would know? He is a 
business associate and my first real friend in this place. I'm 
already meeting him for a business lunch today so I can grill 


him about her then. If not, I'll drive over to the bar tonight 
and speak to Jed. 


Hell, what I really want to do is cancel all my meetings, go 
straight to Jed, get all the info | can on her and find her 
immediately. 


The fear of losing her has me feeling like a crazy man, a man 
possessed even more than | already was. 


The thought that | might never talk to her again, see her 
again, anything with her again makes me want to sell the 
entire company and use every last cent to hire investigators 
to find her right now. 


| take a few breaths and feel a bit better. Knowing | just 
need to chill out, even though | can’t, and wait for the day to 
play out so I can ask around about her makes me more 
human and less like the feral beast that | feel like right now. 


| move swiftly to the bathroom and take a cold shower. | 
have a busy morning in front of me and need to clear my 
head. The water is sharp, near freezing and stings my skin 
while removing the last traces of sleep from my body. The 
only thing remaining from last night is the thought of Amy, 
and | shudder with pleasure as her face fills my thoughts. 


| dress quickly, catching my reflection in the mirror and must 
admit that | look good... younger than | am. 


| work out, and like to keep myself in shape, but more 
importantly, | think about the shapes | want to twist Amy’s 
body into...those long legs and tiny waist. Instantly my 
cock's twitching again. Down, boy. | resist the impulse to 
relieve the pressure in my balls she’s put there, knowing 
that any quote unquote relief won’t last more than a few 
seconds until they’re full again, demanding to cover her 
womb like a Jackson Pollock, guaranteeing that she’s 
pregnant with my child. Focus, Brett. Focus. Unfortunately 
not on what matters most...a life with her. 


There's work to be done, and | need to focus on the day 
ahead and that starts in my office downtown. 


After a bad start in life, | managed to get back on track and 
hold down several sales type jobs that took me across the 
country. It was from there | started dabbling in the import 
and export market, and from humble beginnings built up a 
successful business, my old life forgotten, or at least well 
hidden. 


A bad start in life gives perspective, and | never take 
anything for granted. Maybe that's one of the reasons it has 
taken me so long to find the right woman. Now that I’ve 
seen the only right woman for me I won't let up until she is 
truly mine. 


| quickly make my way to my office and bury myself in the 
day’s work, trying to focus even though it’s literally 
impossible. 


When | finally look up from my laptop it's almost midday, 
and quickly nearing the time for my meeting with Tony 
Adams in a nearby restaurant. 


Tony’s become a good friend as well as sending some good 
business deals my way. He got me started in this town, and | 
owe him a lot. 


| haven't seen him for over a month as he's been overseas 
on business. I’m glad he’s back now so we can catch up 
although what | really want to talk to him about is her. I'm so 
eager to tell him about Amy | know I’m not even going to let 
him get a word out of his mouth about his trip before | jump 
all over him about this girl who’s rocked my world. | need to 
talk to someone about this incredible young woman before | 
go crazy. 


| fly out of my office and make my way to the restaurant. 


The restaurant is small, but it serves excellent Italian food. 
I'm early, eager to see Tony and tell him all about the 
previous night's events. He's the only one I've confided in 
about my past and trust, | don't ever talk about my past. 


| order a beer, even though as a rule! don't drink at 
lunchtime. 


But this is a special occasion. 


The waitress flashes her eyes at me, as well as a hint of 
cleavage as she pours my beer into a glass. I'm a single, rich 
guy in a small town and seem to attract more than my fair 
share of advances from the female population. It's good for 
my ego | guess, but I'm not interested and don’t care one 
bit. | only have eyes for one woman. 


Handing me the glass, she touches my hand with her 
fingers. It's a clumsy move on her part, but as a 
businessman in the community, and assuming that it was 
just a simple mistake on her part, and not an attempt to flirt, 
| take it in stride. 


She blushes, and that tells me all | need to know. Before she 
gets the wrong idea, | shift from the bar to a table to wait for 
Tony. 


He's late. It's almost forty minutes after noon when he 
arrives. I've already drank my beer and am thinking about 
ordering another. As if reading my mind, as soon as he sees 
me he motions with his head toward the bar as he holds up 
two fingers. 


| nod and thankfully the male bartender catches sight of 
Tony, and acknowledges his order as Tony makes his way 
over to join me. 


“Hey Brett”, he greets me cheerily and pats me on the back. 
“Sorry I'm late. Something came up that couldn't wait... 
family business.” 


I'm puzzled. Tony is unmarried and has never mentioned his 
family before. 


“Nothing serious, | hope?” 


Before he can answer a different waitress brings our drinks. 
She shakes her hips a little too suggestively as she walks 
over to the table, and | swear it's aimed at me, although I’m 
not interested in the slightest. 


Although Tony is only a little older, he's out of shape, and his 
waist is expanding. Besides, he has an on/off relationship 
with a woman named Trish. I've never met her, and he barely 
mentions her. Placing the tray on the table, she bends 
Slightly in my direction, revealing more cleavage than is 
necessary. | don’t appreciate the show, because I'm not 
interested in the slightest. 


“Hey”, Tony raises his eyebrows when she’s gone. “I think 
she likes you.” He laughs. My constant state of 
bachelorhood, and lack of female action, is an ongoing 
source of amusement and concern for him. “Maybe you 
should give her your number.” 


Now is an ideal time to tell him about last night. 
“Well, actually Tony, | have something | want to tell you...” 


At that moment, his cell phone beeps and checking the 
number his eyes light up. He holds up a hand. “Justa 
minute, | have to get this.” He takes the call and gets right 
into it. “Hi honey. Yes that's right, we're in Carrino's... sitting 
over by the window. Yep, there you are. | can see you.” 


Tony looks out of the window and holds up his hand to 
someone outside before ending the call. 


“Excuse me for a moment.” He smiles and hurries towards 

the door, and | wonder what the big secret is, am | about to 
meet the elusive Trish? | hope not. It would delay me from 
telling Tony all about last night. 


My back is to the door, but just a few seconds later | hear his 
shoes moving swiftly across the floor as he returns to our 
table. | can hear that someone is with him, and my heart 
sinks. No chance of any man to man talk now. Never mind, | 
can always speak to Jed later tonight. | turn as they 
approach. 


Tony is smiling like a Cheshire cat, “Brett, | would like to 
introduce you to Amy, my goddaughter.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Brett 


| can hardly keep the surprise from my eyes as | turn and 
look straight at Amy, standing next to Tony. She’s wearing 
denim cut-offs and a floaty top that matches the blue of her 
eyes, and I’m transfixed. 


The same electric feeling strikes me straight between the 
eyes, and for a second | just stand there, open-mouthed like 
an idiot. Amy must look the same because Tony looks at me, 
then her, and then back at me again before scratching his 
head quizzically. 


“Do you guys know each other?” 


His question brings me back to my senses, but | hesitate in 
my answer, noting the wide-eyed, almost deploring look 
from the girl. | guess Tony doesn’t know about last night yet, 
so | let her speak, after all, it’s up to her how much she tells 
him. | hear a slight tremor in her voice as she explains. 


“This gentleman looked out for me last night, Uncle Tony. | 
was performing in a local bar, and there was a bit of a fight. 
Your friend made sure | was safe.” 

Tony frowns. “Which bar and what do you mean 
‘performing’?” 

“Jed’s Bar,” | reply quickly knowing full well that he won’t be 
happy. 

“Jed’s Barn” | can see his blood pressure rise tenfold. “But 
that’s a stripper joint isn’t it?” 

| hold up my hands in a placating manner. Tony can be short 
fused, and | need to contain his anger. 


“It was nothing, Tony. Some of the boys over at Jed’s were 
the worse for the wear. Poor Amy was just singing. | just 
made sure she was Okay. No damage was done.” 


“What on earth were you doing there?” he asks me 
accusingly. Jed’s Bar is no place for a respectable 
businessman, and | guess Tony has never stepped inside the 
place. | think on my feet. 


“| was just passing, late night in the office. | needed a cold 
beer...” 


Tony shakes his head. 


“It’s the wrong end of town, Brett. You should have come 
here for a drink.” 


“Well, it’s a good thing that | did, as at least | was able to 
help Amy.” 


Tony turns his attention back to his goddaughter. 


“And what in the name of god were you doing in such a 
seedy joint?” 


“Working, Uncle Tony!” 
Her eyes flare, and | admire her feisty nature. 


“| have to pay my way through dance school next year, and 
besides, | need the experience.” 


“Not that kind of experience. What’s wrong with working ina 
bar like other young girls? | can put in a word for you here if 
you like, | Know the owner well. Not that you need to work, 
you should have asked me... l'Il pay your tuition fees.” 


“No,” she digs her heels in, “I need the experience, Uncle 
Tony, and | want to pay my own way. Besides, I’ve already 
committed to perform at another place a bit out of town.” 
Amy flutters her eyelashes, | can see she has Tony wrapped 
around her little finger. His shoulders droop. 


“So how much do these joints pay you? You could come and 
work for me. | can pay you double.” 


Amy looks at her shoes. 


“That’s not the point Uncle Tony, and you know it. Anyway, 
didn’t get paid last night.” 


His eyes widen. “What did you say?” 


“Jed said he couldn’t pay me. He had to refund the patrons 
after the fight broke out.” 


Tony looks about ready to explode, and | hold up my hands 
soothingly. 


“Hey, don’t worry. l'Il sort Jed out and get Amy her money.” 


Tony raises an eyebrow. “Thanks, Brett, and while you’re at 
it, give him a little message from me...no messing with my 
goddaughter.” 


Amy looks worried for a second, “| don’t want to get anyone 
into trouble.” 


“Now listen to me, sweetheart. | promised your mom and 
dad that | would look out for you. What if something 
happened to you?” He exhales hard. “I have to fly back out 
on business tomorrow morning, but if | didn’t, and was here, 
| could chaperone you.” After a beat he turns to me, “Maybe 
Brett wouldn’t mind.” He looks at me, almost pleading. 


It couldn’t have worked out more perfectly. | try not to look 
too pleased about it. 


“Sure, | can look out for Amy while you’re away, Tony. | don’t 
mind. l'Il make sure nothing happens to her.” 


For a second, he wavers. Amy gives him this big, wide-eyed 
beseeching look and he can’t refuse. 


“Well, okay, but only if you’re sure, Brett.” 


He turns to look at Amy. “You'll be okay with Brett, Amy. 
You're in very good hands.” 


He winks at me and then laughs, causing her to ask what’s 
so funny. Tony laughs, “Let’s just say that Brett here is a very 
Capable man.” 


Luckily she asks no more questions but flashes me a great 
smile, and | feel a warmth flood through me. She has 
another gig arranged for the following night at a bar about 
five miles out of town. Luckily it’s a nice joint, a family 
restaurant and bar with a nightly show. Tony approves, so 
it’s all settled right then and there. 


We order lunch, and it’s only when Amy goes to powder her 
nose that he pulls me aside. 


“You will look out for her...won’t you, Brett? | mean, I’m all 
that she’s got now that her mom died. | don’t want any 
young men sniffing around her. She’s too young. | promised 
her father as he lay dying that | would look out for her. Any 
sign of anyone hanging around her and he'll have me to 
answer to. I’m trusting her in your care, Brett.” 


It’s an awkward moment to say the least, but | nod, feeling 
as if | have already betrayed Tony’s trust, but there’s nothing 
| can do about it. 


“Anyway,” he smiles, looking relieved, “what was it that you 
wanted to tell me, you mentioned something just before 
Amy called and | went outside to show her in?” 


| take a deep sip of my beer, the liquid almost sticking to the 
insides of my throat. 


“Oh, it’s nothing Tony, nothing important. It can wait.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Amy 


It's going to be a long day. Brett will be here about 6 p.m. to 
pick me up, and already | feel nervous. | thought about him 
all night, and I hardly slept. 


It's still early, but after Uncle Tony leaves for the airport | 
pull on my sweatpants and go for an early morning run, it's 
an excellent way to keep up my fitness levels while I’m away 
from the dance studio. The fresh morning air hits my face 
and wakes me up immediately as | start a steady jog to the 
rhythms playing in my ear-pods. There's a large park around 
the corner from Uncle Tony's house, and | head there. 


Concentrating on my breathing, | try to focus my mind, but | 
still can't get the buzz of Brett out of my head. | wonder if it 
will be awkward tonight and | mentally make a note of 
things | can talk to him about. | don't want to sit in the car 
with nothing to say. | wonder if he will kiss me, and I imagine 
his arms around me, holding me close as he bends slowly 
forward. | can almost feel his soft, yet firm lips on mine, 
crushing me to him. 


The next thing | know I'm sprawling full length along the 
pavement having tripped over a small dog running into my 
path. | was so lost in my dreams of Brett that | didn't even 
notice the poor thing. Luckily, neither of us is hurt, but the 
dog owner looks none too pleased. | mumble an apology and 
limp quickly away with my bruised ego. 


| don't notice the blood running down my leg until | arrive 
back home. It's only a flesh wound but still it’s a problem, as 
| like to keep my legs looking good for my shows. | can 


hardly have a big bandage, or worse, gauze, sticking out 
from behind my fishnet stockings. | smile at my own 
stupidity. Turns out it hardly matters, as the bleeding soon 
stops. 


| look at my watch. It's only 8 a.m. and there’s still hours to 
kill before Brett picks me up. | usually have a shower in the 
morning, but decide to take a leisurely bath to kill some 
time. It's a real treat as back at dance school they only have 
showers. 


| lay back in the water, feeling the warm bubbles envelop 
my skin. | imagine Brett's warmth around me. There have 
been a few boys in college that | liked, but | never felt like 
this about any of them. Brett is a real man, not a boy, and | 
feel a thrill of excitement... yet | have this nagging doubt at 
the back of my mind. Am | imagining it all? 


Maybe | just want Brett to like me, and what if he’s just a 
nice guy doing a solid for his friend? Maybe he doesn't feel 
the same way about me like | do about him? 


Brett did ask for my number, but so what? Maybe he just 
wanted to check that | got home safely? Uncle Tony made 
sure | gave Brett my details in the restaurant. | didn't 
mention he already had them. If he liked me, surely he 
would phone or text? 


It's a large bathtub, and | stretch out in the water, 
immersing my head under the surface and hearing the 
familiar thud, thud of my heart beating deep within me. A 
deep yearning overtakes me, and | feel a throbbing of 
another kind, pulsing between my legs. My fingers 
instinctively find that place, and | touch myself gently, 
imagining it's his hands. I've never been with a man, and | 
quiver at the thought of his hard cock inside me. I’ve read so 
many steamy novels and wonder what my first time will be 
like. 


“Oh Brett”, | moan out loud into the steam filled bathroom as 
an exquisite feeling of pleasure and pain pulses through me. 


A distinct noise from the bedroom brings me back to reality, 
and as soon as | realize what is making the noise | can't get 
out of the bath quick enough. 


It's my phone ringing. 


Splashing water everywhere | reach for a towel and hurry 
through to the bedroom. By the time I reach the phone, it's 
stopped ringing. Missed call... number unknown. 


| wonder if it was Brett. Dammit. My heart races and | sit 
down on the bed, staring at my phone as if willing it to ring 
again. When it vibrates in my hand, I almost drop it onto the 
floor. | have a new text message. 


See you tonight at about 6. Brett. 


It's a Simple message, but | feel giddy and immediately want 
to reply. My heart leaps. | should try to play it cool, but my 
heart rules my head, and my fingers are texting a reply 
faster than I can think. 


Great, see you later. Amy x. 
| add the 'x' subconsciously. 


My thumb hovers over the send button for a mere second, 
before the message is winging its way through the airwaves 
to reach him. 


| sit on the bed for another fifteen minutes gazing at my 
phone and wondering if he will send another text. I'm 
disappointed when he doesn't, and | feel silly. Why should 
he? 


The rest of the day passes by too slowly. Although | don't 
feel like eating, | have to keep my strength up for the 
evening show and make myself a salad with cold chicken. | 
sing for an hour, exercising my voice and watching myself in 


front of a large mirror in my bedroom. | imagine Brett 
watching me, and suddenly | feel self-conscious, something 
that has never really bothered me before and | wonder how | 
will feel Knowing Brett is watching me tonight. | stare 
critically at myself in the glass. People have told me that I’m 
pretty, and | know that | have a good body. | wonder what a 
man like Brett can see in me, and | worry that | am not 
worldly enough for him. | have never even kissed a boy, let 
alone a man. 


| dress with extra care that evening, choosing a dress with a 
hint of cleavage. | match it with a pair of heels, which is 
much different than my usual Converse, jeans, and a top. 


| pack my costume for the performance in my travel case 
and sit waiting, my hands almost trembling in anticipation. 


| now regret adding the 'x' in my text. Maybe it was too 
forward. What if | have totally mistaken this guy? Oh god, 
this could be awkward. 


CHAPTER 7 


Brett 


My mind has been all over the place since lunch with Tony. 
For the rest of the day | struggle with my conscience. 


I’ve waited my entire life for the right girl to come along, and 
she ends up being the goddaughter of my best friend. 


How on earth do | tell him? 


Tony is a good friend and has helped build my business. Now 
he entrusts his beloved goddaughter to me. How can | 
betray his trust? 


| sit all night not sleeping, going almost insane, thinking 
about the possibilities and implications. Maybe I’m jumping 
the gun. What if she doesn’t feel the same way | do? 


| quickly dismiss my doubts. There’s something in her eyes. 
I’ve seen it and | know it’s true. It’s not just my imagination 
playing tricks on me or me seeing what | want to see for the 
sake of my own self-interests. 


| down a large whisky hoping it will block out any negative 
thoughts, but it only serves to make me melancholy. 


Could | risk losing my friendship with Tony? 


My cock is already twitching at the thought of her, despite 
my mood. The girl had cast a spell on me, and there’s 
nothing | can do about it. It’s like some madness in my 
heart. | can never rest until she’s mine. 


Maybe Tony would come around in time? 


So many thoughts go round and round in my head until | 
think that I’m about to go mad. Finally, the whisky hits me, 


and | fall into a disturbed sleep. 


| wake, half-drunk still slumped in my chair, my neck aching. 
| manage to half drag myself upstairs but slip part way up 
and crash land back to the bottom again, scraping my 
knuckles on the iron bannister. That’s two hands banged up 
now, just like the old days. | stare a moment at my hand as 
the red blood spills across my fingers. It takes me back. My 
hands used to always be like this...bruised and swollen from 
too many punches, but that’s all in the past now. Damn it, | 
really ought to do something about my hand, but I’m too out 
of it to even try right now. | attempt the stairs again, and 
this time | make it and tip myself, fully clothed, into bed. 


My first instinct the next morning is to phone Amy, but I use 
all my will power to resist. | can’t betray a friend’s trust. 


| ache from my fall, and my hand is stiff and covered in dried 
blood. | shower and change into clean clothes. | wish | had 
given Amy my number. She might have phoned me, and 
that would have made me feel less guilty. 


| open my phone carefully, my hands not very flexible, and | 
flick to the address book and stare at her number for a while. 
My thumb hovers above the call button. It’s no good, | can’t 
do it, and | put my phone out of harm’s way into my pocket 
and head out to work. 


It’s a slow morning. For once, there is nothing urgent for me 
to attend to, which considering I’m trying to occupy my 
mind with other thoughts, is terrible. 


Miss Townsend, my secretary, is too efficient and | could do 
with something, anything, to take my mind off Amy. It’s not 
happening and by ten o’ clock the urge is too strong, and | 

weaken. 


Instead of calling, | decide to text her, a simple, innocent 
text with no hidden meaning. No harm in that and hopefully 
it will restore some sanity to my morning...rid me of this 


need to contact her. The deed done, | find that | am still 
edgy, waiting to see if she replies. 


I’m not disappointed. Five minutes later my phone vibrates, 
and it’s a text from Amy. She signs the short message ‘Amy 
x’, and it makes me smile. Still, that doesn’t make my 
conscience any easier where Tony is concerned. | have 
nothing to reproach myself for...at least not yet anyway. 


CHAPTER 8 


Brett 


I’ve arranged to pick Amy up at six, but | can’t seem to 
concentrate on anything this afternoon, and | leave the 
office early at three, one of the perks of being your own 

boss. | feel almost giddy as I drive home, like a young kid 
about to go on his first date. | tune into one of the retro radio 
stations needing something mellow to match my mood and 
catch the end of a song | know well and start to sing along. 


‘That old black magic has me in its spell, 
That old black magic that you weave so well...’ 


| imagine Amy singing the song, mesmerizing her audience 
as she snakes across the stage in her red satin basque and 
fishnet tights. A thought suddenly occurs to me, and | turn 
the car around and head back into town. There are a couple 
of things | need to attend to before tonight. 


Damn it. | bang my fists down on the steering wheel I’ve run 
my errands and still have some time to kill, but my pent up 
lust is needing an outlet. My hands are almost shaking with 
my attempts at forced restraint. | feel so alive and have 
never wanted a woman so badly. It’s no good, the urge is too 
strong, and despite all the promises | made myself | step out 
of the car and walk toward the door. | hesitate for a moment. 
If Amy answers the door, there will be no going back. 


CHAPTER 9 


Amy 


When the doorbell rings, | almost jump out of my skin, being 
that I’ve been sitting here alone in this quiet house all day. 
He's early, | take a deep breath, and with a quick check of 
my hair and make-up, | answer the door. 


“Hi Amy.” He flashes me a smile and takes in my 
appearance, his eyes widening for a moment at my 
cleavage. My heart pounds in my chest as | try to remain 
calm. | blush, remembering the kiss | added to his text and 
wonder what he’s thinking. I'm about to step out of the door 
to join him when he stops me. 


“I bought you something, | hope you don't mind?” 


| look puzzled for a moment as he puts an expensive looking 
bag into my hands. 


“Maybe we better go in fora moment.” he gestures towards 
the open door and back into the house. 


For a moment | just stand there, kind of looking for an 
explanation as Brett stands looking almost apologetic for a 
moment. 


“I've been thinking about last night, the crowd and 
everything. | know tonight's venue is a classier joint, and | 
thought this might be more suitable.” He motions toward the 
bag. 


Nonplussed, | look inside. Wrapped in delicate pink tissue 
paper is the most gorgeous and expensive looking dress | 
have ever seen. It's silver with a subtle sheen and feels soft 
to the touch. | look back up at Brett, still not understanding. 


“I thought it might be more suitable for your act. Why don't 
you go and try it on. You have time.” 


He smiles reassuringly, and without a word, | head to my 
bedroom to try it on, my head spinning in the clouds. 


The dress fits me perfectly, and I’m amazed that he guessed 
my size so well. The dress is long and fitted with slits at the 
sides to allow plenty of movement for my dance. It's less 
revealing than my usual stage costume, but somehow | look 
more glamorous, more worldly. | couldn't have chosen better 
myself. 


At the bottom of the bag, | find an expensive pair of sheer 
stockings. 


| rush back to Brett. 


| twirl in front of him and almost rush into his arms, but he 
stops me, holding up his hands before | can reach him. 


“It's perfect, but this must have cost a fortune, you really 
shouldn't l...” 


He waves his hand dismissively. 
“But what was wrong with my other costume?” 


“| told Tony that | would look out for you. Now | can't have 
you going back on stage half-dressed now can |?” 


| see the look of appreciation in his eyes as he takes me in, 
his eyes lingering slowly over my curves. For a moment, he 
just stands and stares at me, and | feel the power of his 
gaze, the power of this dress before he shakes his head and 
looks at his watch. 


“Hey, you better get a move on or we'll be late.” 


It's only a short drive out of town to the bar. As we sit 
silently in the car | sense a tension between us. | wonder 
what he’s thinking about? 


Maybe I’ve got this all wrong and he’s only doing this for 
Uncle Tony's sake. | don't have long to brood, and I'm glad 
when we arrive. 


I'm about to get out of the car when he catches hold of my 
arm. | notice that the knuckles on both his hands are now 
red and swollen, the bruising still quite fresh. | look up for an 
explanation. 


“I almost forgot. | went to see Jed this afternoon and asked 
him for the money he owes you. Here.” 


He hands me $100, and | can hardly believe it. 
“What, | mean how... ?” 
Brett laughs. “Don't you worry. Jed wasn't a problem.” 


He sees me looking at his hands and almost tries to hide 
them. 


“What happened to your hand?” 
For a split second, he almost looks embarrassed. 
“| fell down some stairs.” 


Somehow | don't believe him, but I'm grateful for the money 
all the same. | hope | haven't caused a problem for Jed, even 
though he was an asshole. | hate fighting, and the thought 
of Brett's bruised knuckles makes me feel uncomfortable. 


CHAPTER 10 


Brett 


| need a drink. The bar’s already filling up as | rest my arms 
on the bar, trying to catch the attention of the waitress. 


What do I do about Amy? It took all my will power not to 
fuck her right there and then back at Tony's. An image of her 
wearing the silver dress flashes into my head and my crotch 
burns with desire. She would have run straight into my arms 
if | had let her. Oh god, this is a god-awful situation. | don't 
want to lose Tony's friendship, but | can't lose Amy, not after 
all of these years of searching. 


| get my drink and find a decent spot at the back of the room 
but with a clear view of the stage. I notice the posters, this 
time advertising tonight's cabaret 'Gilda, singer & dancer’. 
That's much better. 


Amy is fantastic, she has some real talent, and wearing the 
new dress really accentuates the class act that she 
absolutely is. 


| really need to get to know this girl better. 


| wait for her in the bar after the show, and she comes out 
buzzing, on a high, after her performance. There's a new 
confidence in her eyes, and | notice the people around her 
smile as they recognize her, telling her how much they 
enjoyed the show. | feel an immense sense of pride swell up 
inside me. 


“Hey,” she gives me a wide sexy smile, a new sassiness in 
her walk. “Well, what did you think?” 


“You were amazing, Amy,” | gush. We eye each other fora 
moment, and | feel the sexual tension between us. She has 
changed back into her civvies and looks fantastic in her 
dress, which shows her figure off perfectly. | stare for a 
moment at the hint of cleavage, the soft mounds of her pert 
breasts just visible. | imagine burying my face in their 
softness, taking the bud-like hard nipples in my mouth. My 
cock strains against the thick fabric of my jeans and | stand 
up to adjust myself, hoping she hasn't noticed. It's suddenly 
hot, and | need some air. 


“Why don't | take you somewhere quieter for a quick drink, 
help you unwind... that is if you're not too tired?” 


She laughs, “I'll be awake for hours, | always am after a 
show. A drink would be great.” 


We drive to a secluded bar a little further out of town, | 
would hate for anyone to recognize me and word get back to 
Tony, at least not until | have a chance to talk to him. | make 
a vow to myself that nothing will happen until | speak to 
Tony. It settles my mind, and it gives me a chance to get to 
know her. 


At the bar, | order a beer, and she orders an orange juice. 
| look surprised, and she laughs back at me. 


“Well, | am only eighteen, Brett. | don't want to be breaking 
the law and get you into trouble.” 


Eighteen. | knew she was young, but | was guessing early 
twenties. She sees the surprise in my eyes and looks 
puzzled. 


“That's ok, isn't it?” 


| nod and smile and take a sip of my beer to compose myself 
as we step outside to enjoy the warm summer's night air. 


| quickly change the subject. “Is this what you want to do 
after college, take to the stage professionally?” 


She laughs and shakes her head. 


“| enjoy it, but it's a hard life. My dream is to be a dance 
teacher with my own dance school, but what are the 
chances?” 


| smile. “You can achieve anything you want to. Don't put 
obstacles in your own way. Believe in yourself and it will 
happen.” She smiles, only half believing me. “And what do 
you do when you're not singing and dancing?” 


Amy tells me about her running and keeping fit, her love of 
music and food. We seem to share the same tastes. She 
says she loves the music of the '40s and 50s, which 
surprises me at first considering her age, although she is a 
dancer and likes to get dressed up for her performances, so 
it does make sense. 


| smile appreciatively as she chatters on, her voice soft and 
light. | could listen to her all day. | feel her energy, her 
youth, as she speaks with passion about the things she loves 
and | feel myself falling more and more in love. Despite our 
age difference, we have a lot in common. 


“What about you?” her question brings me out of my 
dreaming. 


| tell her about my business but try not to bore her with the 
details. She looks impressed. 


“That's a relief, | thought you must be a bouncer or at least 
some kind of security man the way Uncle Tony was talking 
about you, saying how 'capable' you were of looking after 
me.” 


| smile as an image of my younger self flashes quickly 
through my mind. | dragged myself up from the wrong side 
of the tracks and served time behind bars for being part of a 
gang. | hadn't known any better, using my fists had been 


the only way | knew to make a living. That was a long time 
ago though. l'm a different person now, or at least | hope so. 


“A penny for your thoughts”, she says, smiling at me. “I hope 
I'm not boring you. | can ramble on at times. Uncle Tony tells 
me to be quiet once in awhile.” 


| laugh and shake my head, wondering whether | should tell 
her about my past. 


She looks serious for a moment as if reading my mind. 


“| hate fighting, and | hate violent men. My father was killed 
in a fight when I was small before | had the chance to know 
him. That's why | was so freaked out at the bar yesterday.” 


| shudder at her words, now is not the time. Maybe later, 
when she knows me better, trusts me. 


| drain my glass. “It's getting chilly. C'mon, | better be 
getting you home.” 


In the car, | can feel her warmth as she sits close, the soft 
scent of her skin making me dizzy with lust. | have to fight 
hard to resist the urge to touch her. | turn on the radio to 
lighten the atmosphere, I'm still tuned into the retro radio 
station, and it's the 'Lover's Hour' with Nat King Cole singing 
‘When | Fall in Love’. | make a move to switch the channel, 
but Amy stops me, her soft hand touching me briefly for a 
second. 


“| love this song, let’s let it play.” 


| can hardly refuse, so we sit in silence, listening to Nat 
serenade us. Amy closes her eyes, allowing the rhythm of 
the car and the melody to soothe her. | can see that she’s 
getting tired, and she looks so young and innocent with her 
head laid back on the seat, it just makes me want to protect 
this girl for the rest of my life. My heart swells in my chest 
until | can barely breathe. 


As the car comes to a steady halt outside Tony's house, she 
opens her eyes, not quite sure where she is for a moment. 


“Sorry, | must have fallen asleep.” She looks almost 
disappointed to be home. 


“I'll see you to the door.” 


She fumbles for a moment in her bag, looking for the key, 
before finally unlocking the door. 


Turning, she looks up at me, her blue eyes full with 
expectation. My mind spins. 


It would be so easy just to reach down and kiss her softly on 
the mouth. 


My hands twitch at my sides as | feel the muscles tense. | 
need to be strong. 


“Well, l'II see you tomorrow night, same time?” 
“I'm not working tomorrow night, but the night after...” 
| nod quickly, “Well, l'II see you then, about six again?” 


| can see the disappointment in her eyes as she nods, but | 
need to get out of here before | do anything | might regret. 


“Well, goodnight.” 


| step away quickly into the shadows, my heart racing. | 
know she’s watching me, but | don't turn back. It’s only as | 
reach the car that | hear the door close, and the lock turn. 


CHAPTER 11 


Amy 


| watch him walk back to the car before closing the door. 
Stepping back into the house, | feel deflated. | was 
expecting a kiss goodnight, but he couldn't seem to get 
away quick enough. | must say, he looked surprised when | 
said | was eighteen. | should have emphasized that I’m 
nearly nineteen, my birthday is only a few weeks away. 


Maybe he thinks I'm too young, or maybe | misread the 
signals, but | really thought he liked me. Despite the success 
of my performance, | feel thoroughly depressed and head 
through to Uncle Tony's study and help myself to a large 
whiskey. | hate the taste, but | need something to kill the 
dull ache inside me. 


Moving to my bedroom, | slip off my shoes and dress to get 
more comfortable. | take another long sip of whisky and 
almost choke as the doorbell rings. It's nearly midnight... no 
one should be stopping by at this hour. 


My heart races. It has to be him. Taking another shot of 
whisky to settle my nerves, | saunter to the door, keeping 
the safety chain on just in case. 


It's him, and he has a crazed look in his eyes. | undo the 
door and before | know it he reaches out and pulls me to 
him. | breathe him in, the scent of expensive aftershave 
smelling of the outdoors, light and citrusy with a hint of pine 
forests, and a base note, a much earthier smell, musky and 
distinctively male. 


His arms are strong around me, almost crushing me, but | 
don't mind feeling his muscular body wrapped around me 


one bit. 


His mouth finds mine and kisses me passionately. | have 
hardly received a peck on the cheek from a boy, never mind 
a full on kiss from a man. At first, | feel awkward and wonder 
if he can tell that this is my first real kiss? | can taste the 
beer on his breath, and | find it sexy. He presses into me, his 
tongue now urgent, probing my mouth, and I am almost 
swept away by his passion. 


Dizzy, | lean back against the wall, his hardness pressing 
against the flimsy material of my robe. I'm nervous, yet 
excited at the same time and abandon myself to his lust as 
my head reels, the alcohol just starting to hit my 
bloodstream and making me feel woozy. 


| moan as his hand slides up my body and cups my breast, 
my nipple hard as he squeezes it gently. Then, as quickly as 
he started, he pulls away from me, leaving me quite 
breathless and almost panting. | adjust my robe and fasten it 
around me. | see the passion blazing in his eyes, and he can 
hardly speak. | realize now why he has stopped. Promising to 
call me tomorrow, he walks away without looking back. | can 
still taste him on my lips, feel his arms around me as | make 
my way back to the bedroom with a smile on my face. 


CHAPTER 12 


Brett 


My finger hovers over the door-bell for a moment before | 
press it, my heart is ruling my head, but my base instinct is 
too strong. 


There is a delay before | hear her footsteps padding down 
the hallway. 


She opens the door partway, the security chain stopping it 
from opening all the way. 


Her eyes open wide when she sees me and immediately 
unhooks the chain. 


“Brett?” 


| don't say a word. She stands in the light of the doorway in 
a silky short robe, with probably little underneath. It leaves 
little to the imagination, and | feel my blood rise. 


Without further thought, | reach out for her, my strong arms 
wrapping around her tiny waist and pull her close. She 
moans softly but doesn’t resist. | see her big blue eyes close 
as my mouth finds hers, hungry with lust. My lips crash into 
hers as my tongue starts to explore the soft velvet of her 
mouth. I’m like a starving man at a feast and feel my body 
press hers against the wall. | feel her curves, her soft round 
breasts, her nipples hard against me. 


Amy moans again. | have to try and be gentle, yet the fire 
inside me is too intense. The satin is soft against her skin, 
and my hand slides past the curve of her hip and fondles her 
ripe breast, the nipple as hard as a bullet between my 


fingers and | long to suck it and tease it with my tongue. | 
pull away quickly, wondering if I’m frightening the poor girl. 


She peers at me dreamily, her eyes heavy with passion. All | 
can think about is taking her, right here and now. 


But this is neither the time nor the place. At least there can 
be no confusion about my feelings for her, and from the look 
on her face, she feels the same way about me. 


“Maybe | can see you tomorrow night.” | whisper 
breathlessly. 


She nods, almost unable to speak. 
“I'll call you tomorrow.” 


She nods again, and | move away quickly before | can 
change my mind. 


CHAPTER 13 


Brett 


It's Sunday, and | take the opportunity to sleep in. | couldn't 
fall asleep last night until | gave myself a hand job. It didn't 
take me long to come with the memory of Amy's body in my 
arms. Even after, | was semi-hard all night, waking in- 
between erotic dreams of her. Despite not sleeping much, | 
feel refreshed and revived. It's only when | start to think 
about Tony that the shine dulls slightly on my new found 
happiness. 


Surely he will understand, right? | try to look at it from his 
position. I'm over twice her age, and she is his goddaughter. 
He’s sworn to look out for her and has now handed that 
responsibility to me for a while. Well, in a way I'm just taking 
that a little bit further, | want to look after her for a lifetime 
and not in the friendly uncle kind of way. | want this girl to 
have my babies. 


| allow myself the luxury of daydreaming about our life 
together, endless sex and endless babies, well at least three. 
| can provide well for Amy, making sure she never wants for 
anything. 


What else could Tony want for her? 
Who am I kidding? He'll kill me. 


| push the thought from my mind. Tony won't be back until 
tomorrow, and l'Il think about him when I have to. | promised 
to take Amy out tonight, and no way am going to take her 
just anywhere. | want to take her somewhere special. It can't 
be local, not yet. 


| Know a fantastic authentic little Italian spot down by the 
coast. | grab my phone and call her number... this time it 
rings. She answers, husky with sleep. 


“I hope | didn't wake you.” 


| imagine her lying in bed naked beneath the covers and | 
wish | was there with her. 


“Hi,” she practically purrs into the phone. | can tell by her 
voice that she's smiling. 


“Did you sleep well?” | wonder arrogantly if she has been 
dreaming of me. 


She laughs from deep down within her throat. “Not really,” 
and we both know what she means. 


| arrange to pick her up just before seven. It’s nearly an 
hour's drive to the restaurant and | want a leisurely ride 
down there. | want everything to be just perfect. 


I'm just about to lie down and think some more about her 
when the phone rings again. Guessing it's her, | drawl 
huskily into the phone. 


“ui” 
There's silence for a moment. 

“Brett, is that you?” 

It's Tony, and I suddenly sit up in bed feeling guilty as hell. 
He laughs from halfway across the world. 


“Who were you expecting to call?” Before | can even answer 
he continues, “I certainly hope it wasn’t me. Something you 
want to tell me, buddy?” 


If only he knew. He cackles away at the thought of me 
having a woman at long last, and | try to make light of it. 


“You know I only have eyes for you, Tony Baby.” 


“Hey listen, | just wanted to see how Amy's doing. How’s my 
princess?” 


| cringe at the name as if Amy is some kid in pigtails and 
braces. 


“She's fine, Tony. She's just fine.” 
“No young men hanging around the house?” 


At least | can be honest in my reply, “No, Tony. No young 
men.” 


No, just one middle-aged one. 


Satisfied, he talks business for a minute before hanging up, 
and it's a relief when the call’s over. 


It'll be ok. It has to be. 


I'm about to put my phone down and get some more sleep 
when a reminder pops up on my outlook calendar with a 
click. Damn, | had almost forgotten my lunchtime 
appointment. | can't cancel. Sleepily | head over to the 
shower to wake myself up. 


CHAPTER 14 


Amy 


| try on outfits all day, unsure of what to wear. | usually dress 
for myself, but tonight | want to dress for Brett. I've never 
really dressed to impress before, and despite my stage 
persona, I'm quite a conservative dresser. | think about the 
silver satin dress he bought me, just the right mixture of 
sexy and elegant and | decide | should try that approach. 
Unfortunately, | have nothing much in my wardrobe that fits 
that description, mainly jeans and tops. The only thing | 
have that is vaguely suitable is the dress | have already 
worn, and | can't wear that again. There's only one thing to 
do...| need to buy something new. Thank god they paid me 
in cash last night. 


It's a beautiful day, and | head to the mall. | have all day, 
and at least it will kill some time before this evening. | try on 
so many outfits that | feel exhausted, and in the end, | 
choose a simple blue dress that sets off the color in my eyes. 
It's fitted and shows off my tiny waist and curves perfectly. It 
costs nearly every penny I’ve got, but it will be worth it. | 
want to look good tonight. 


All the shopping has made me thirsty and across the street 
is the Italian spot Carrino's. People are sitting outside 
drinking, and | decide to spend another hour in the sun 
before heading home. 


Just as | reach the restaurant, | stop dead. Sat in a corner, 
way back from the road is Brett, drinking a beer with a 
woman. | jump back quickly and hide behind an ornamental 
tree, my heart racing, afraid that he might see me. 


Taking a deep breath, | can't resist another peek. 
Fortunately, his table is sideways to where I’m standing, so 
neither of them is looking in my direction. It's definitely him, 
but I’m more interested in the woman. 


She is beautiful in a glamorous sort of way and she looks like 
she’s in her mid-thirties. Her hair is long and dark, and she’s 
wearing a sleeveless white top that shows off her tan 
beautifully. | feel a pang of jealousy and am almost sick to 
my stomach as Brett leans in close towards her as she 
laughs, white teeth against a bright red lipstick mouth. Then 
he kisses her lightly on the cheek. 


It's ridiculous, but I feel like crying. | really believed Brett 
cared about me, but how could he really be interested in me 
compared to such a glamorous woman? | feel like a mere 
schoolgirl in comparison. He obviously thinks I’m an easy 
target, fresh meat to be taken at will. 


| stand and stare, rooted to the spot for several minutes. Part 
of me wants him to see me. | want to see the guilt on his 
face and hear his lame explanation. 


But part of me is scared too, so! turn around and head 
straight home. 


Opening the front door, | throw my shopping bags angrily 
onto the floor. | regret spending all my money on a dress to 
impress Brett. | could never look as good as today's woman. 
Today's woman...! wonder how many women he might 
have... probably one for every day of the week for all | know. 
| hardly know this man and feel stupid for giving my heart 
away so easily. Part of me wants to call up Brett and call off 
tonight, but I don't. I'll let him buy me an expensive meal, 
and then I'll tell him where he can go. It will make up for 
spending so much on my dress. Yet despite my anger and 
disappointment, the memory of his kiss is still on my lips, 
and | ache for him. Damn it, Brett. | hate you, and beneath 
all the anger, | long to see him. 


| fret most of the afternoon, cursing myself for being a fool 
while at the same time trying to find excuses for him. 


As | get ready for the evening, | inspect myself critically in 
the mirror. Somehow the new dress looks too simple, and | 
look like a schoolgirl. Maybe | should have chosen 
something more glamorous. | search through my make-up 
bag with grim determination. I'll show him. Just you wait 
Brett Stephens. 


CHAPTER 15 


Brett 


| arrive early. | thought about buying flowers, but Tony's 
back tomorrow, and he would only wonder where they came 
from, besides, | have a lifetime to buy her flowers. 


Amy opens the door, and I’m taken aback for a moment. She 
looks a little different, and it takes me a second to realize 
what it is. | notice Amy is wearing far too much make-up and 
has done something different with her hair. She eyes me 
coolly. 


“Ready?” 


Before | can answer, she closes and locks the door and 
shimmies past me towards the car. There's an attitude about 
her that | don't quite understand. 


| open the car door, and she slips into the leather seat 
without a word. | can feel a strange vibe as soon as | get into 
the car, but | try and ignore it. | can tell that there is 
something on her mind, but it can wait. It will come out 
sooner or later. | don’t want to press her right now or make 
this feel like an interrogation or a visit to the psychiatrist’s 
office...or worse yet, like an older man acting like he has a 
dad complex. 


It's a beautiful evening as we drive along the coast. The 
evening air is hot and still as we motor with the top of the 
Porsche down. | try and make small talk in the car, but | only 
get one-word answers. | wonder if she's nervous after my 
advances last night, but then again she sounded okay on 
the phone. 


After about twenty minutes, | can’t stand it any more and 
pull the car over. 


“Is something wrong, Amy?” 


For a moment, she doesn't look at me. And when she does 
her eyes are wide and deep blue. 


“You tell me?” she looks me defiantly in the eye yet | discern 
a Slight waver in her voice. 


| have no idea what she’s talking about. | shrug. 
“| was in town at lunchtime buying this dress.” 
“It's a nice dress.” 

| still have no idea what this is about. 

“| went to Carrino's for a drink...” 


The shoe finally drops. | try to stop myself from breaking out 
into a wide grin. 


“Ah, | see, and so you saw me?” 

She frowns. 

“With Miss Townsend.” 

Those beautiful eyes turn to me, and | see mistrust. 


“Miss Townsend is my secretary, it's her birthday today and 
seeing as her partner is away this weekend, | took her out for 
lunch, as a birthday treat and to say thank you for all her 
hard work.” 


Amy looks unconvinced. 
“She's stunning.” 


| raise my hands in mock surrender. “I agree, but she's not 
my type.” 

“I saw you kiss her on the cheek.” 

“She's a married woman.” 


“When has that ever stopped anyone?” 
| shrug, almost in Surrender. 

“She's married to another woman.” 
Amy looks at me incredulously. 
“Really?” 


“Really,” and just to make sure she knows | really mean it, | 
lean over and kiss her softly on the mouth. It's a gentle kiss, 
much slower and considerate than last night's passion, but it 
is a beautiful moment, and | see Amy's eyes close as her lips 
respond to mine. 


Her demeanor changes and she's back to the Amy | know. 
“I'm sorry Brett, |...” 


“Hey, what were you expected to think? It's my fault. | 
should have told you, but I’d completely forgotten. | only 
realized after | had spoken to you this morning.” 


She grins back at me, the lipstick now smudged across her 
mouth. 


“Is that the reason for the lipstick tonight?” | smudge the 
lipstick even more with my lips. 


Amy looks embarrassed for a second but then laughs with 
me. 


“She looked so glamorous and made me feel so young. | 
wanted to look more, more... worldly...” 


| cup her heart-shaped face in my hands and kiss her again. 


“You're beautiful Amy, just the way you are. You don't need 
artifice, make-up and the like. You’re the most perfect 
woman | have ever seen.” 


Her eyes sparkle into mine. 


| could take her right now, and do I ever want to, but what | 
really want is to take things slowly and show her this isn’t 
just about her beauty or my lust to have it. With a supreme 
effort, | let go of my hold on her, start the car, and we head 
to the restaurant. 


Once there, | treat her like the princess she is. | order 
champagne, and the restaurant staff doesn’t even bat an 
eyelid that she might be underage. With her make-up, Amy 
looks much older than her eighteen years, and no one 
bothers us. 


We chat easily, and Amy opens up, telling me a little about 
her life. Her father was killed when she was two years old, in 
a drunken fight, and the only memories she has of him are in 
photographs. 


Her mom raised her single-handedly. Tony has popped up 
here and there in her life, it seems he wanted to marry her 
mom, but she wasn't having any of it, one man was enough 
for her. 


| watch her eyes, her face, her mouth and lips as she eats, 
animated, beautiful and intoxicating. It's the first time she 
has tasted champagne, and the bubbles go straight to her 
head. It would be easy to get her drunk, but that's not what | 
want. | want to respect this girl, my girl, and like her mom, | 
want to be her only man. 


When she starts telling me about nursing her mom through 
the last six months of her illness, | see her blue eyes bloom 
tears. | reach for her hand and raise my glass. 


“Here's to your mom, Amy. She must have been a wonderful 
woman.” 


We clink glasses and Amy eyes me curiously. 


“What about you, Brett? | hardly know anything about you. 
What about your family?” 


| shrug. | don't want to lie, and | never would to her, but | 
don't want to tell her about my past just yet, especially 
when we've just been talking about her father and his 
death. 


“What do you want to know?” 

She laughs. “Everything...” 

“Where were you born?” those big blue eyes flash at me. 
“On the wrong side of the tracks.” 


She laughs again. “| doubt that, you're a successful 
businessman, Uncle Tony told me.” 


| wonder what else 'Uncle Tony' has told Amy about me, but 
she seems oblivious. God, | had almost forgotten about Tony. 


“One thing... maybe we shouldn't tell your Uncle Tony about 
us just yet. I'll tell him when the time is right, but | have to 
find my moment if you Know what | mean?” 


She nods, and to spare any further questioning, and as if on 
cue, the waiter brings over the bill, and I pay leaving behind 
a generous tip. My woman had a good time here tonight and 
that’s worth more than any stack of paper covered in dead 
presidents. 


“Shall we?” | rise from my seat, and instinctively, she takes 
my arm. | like the easy way we fit together. Maybe it's just 
the effect of the champagne, but she huddles in close to me. 
It's a good feeling. 


| intend to drive her straight home, but the evening is so 
beautiful and warm, and the coast road is deserted. | pull 
over into a little cove, hidden from the road. The gentle lull 
of the car combined with the alcohol and food has made her 
sleepy, but she opens her eyes as we pull to a stop and she 
looks over at me dreamily. 


It's a perfect moment. With the roof of the car folded down, 
we look up at the stars, the moon just a thin sliver, high in 
the sky. 


| undo my seat belt and lean towards her, pressing the 
button that slides the seat back to make more room. 


For a moment, her eyes widen, like a little scared kitten, 
then the woman kicks in, and she relaxes as my arms reach 
around her, and | see her pupils dilate with pleasure. 


| make the first kiss long and gentle. | only drank one glass 
of champagne, and apart from the driving, | need to be in 
control tonight. Her lips give softly against mine, and | 
nibble gently at her lips, sucking and teasing them. | probe 
my tongue into her mouth, over the pearly white teeth and 
the softness within. 


Amy becomes bolder, | feel her tongue flick back against 
mine, and I'm quickly aroused. As my passion fuels, | move 
closer, pushing close so that I'm almost on top of her. | can 
feel her soft breasts press into me, feel the hard, pert, 
nipples pushing against me. My hand rubs against the thin 
material of her dress, and | find the hem and slide my hand 
inside, skin on skin. She is soft, almost like velvet, and | feel 
her gently shudder as | move my hand upwards, past the 
curve of her hip and over the tiny waist. | cup her small 
breast in my hand and squeeze softly as she lets out a low 
moan of pleasure. | pull up the material of her dress to 
expose her body, the skin pale beneath the moonlight. Her 
beauty takes my breath away, and my mouth leaves hers to 
explore the wonder of those soft mounds. | flick the hard 
nipple with my tongue, teasing as she arches her back and 
moans with pleasure again. 


Burying my head in the soft flesh, I’m in heaven and cover 
the smooth, delicate skin with kisses. | breathe in her scent, 
a sweet perfume, gentle and flowery, fresh and clean. 


My hands reach down to her silky panties as | continue to 
kiss her flat belly, the material cool against her warm skin. | 
move my hand slowly in-between her firm thighs, my fingers 
wrapping between them, feeling her warmth and dampness. 


As soon as | touch her intimate space, she freezes. | can feel 
her body stiffen beneath me, and | know something is 
wrong. My cock is rock hard and straining against my zipper, 
but | have to stay calm and try to dampen my passion. Her 
eyes open, and she looks at me with a child-like stare. 


“What's wrong?” | try not to pant with lust and move my 
body slightly away from her, beads of sweat already forming 
on my brow. 


“I'm sorry Brett, it's just that I've never..., this has never 
happened before.” 


She pulls her dress back down around her curves. 


It had never crossed my mind that she's a virgin, and my 
heart swells all the more for it. 


The last thing | want to do is frighten her. When she makes 
love for the first time it has to be perfect, not in the 
passenger seat of some old car, no matter how expensive 
the make. 


“I'm sorry,” she whispers quietly, and | can tell that she feels 
upset. 


Cupping her face with my hands, | kiss her gently again, 
slowing the pace before placing my arms around her and 
holding her tight. 


“There’s no need to be sorry, beautiful. | should be the one 
who’s sorry for trying to rush things. The first time will be 
perfect, | promise you.” 


| see the tenderness in her eyes as | speak softly to her 
before we both lie back in the seat and look up at the night 
Sky. It is the most beautiful and tender moment of my life. 


CHAPTER 16 


Amy 


It's late when Brett drops me off, or | should say early 
considering the hour. He gives me a goodnight kiss on the 
doorstep. It's a slow and hungry kiss that leaves me wanting 
more. As | step inside, my head is spinning, and it has 
nothing to do with the champagne, well maybe just a little 
bit. 

He fills my heart and my head, and | can't get enough of 
him. | never knew love would feel like this, so overpowering, 
like a wave crashing down over me. 


| was worried that what was building between us might just 
be a primal lust and the desire for sex, but he proved tonight 
that | mean much more than that. I’ve never had a man 
touch me so intimately, and | instinctively place my hand 
between my legs. I'm wet and ache with desire for him. | 
wonder if we would have had sex in the car if | hadn't been 
so scared. I'm not sure what came over me, but I'm kind of 
glad that it hasn't happened just yet. 


| pull off my clothes and let them fall onto the floor as | fall 
naked into bed. | reach between my legs and feel the 
wetness again, the skin moist and silky smooth. Rubbing my 
finger over the swelling bud, | can feel the heat building. It's 
almost painful, what they call pleasure and pain | suppose. 


| imagine Brett burying his hard cock inside me, | could feel 
his hot erection against me in the car, and | think about him 
filling me, breaking into my intimate space and making me 
his. It's not long before | climax, the sensation fizzing 
through my brain and causing my toes to curl. | haven't 


experienced such pleasure before, and if what | just felt is 
only from thinking of him, | shudder in delight imagining 
what the real thing might feel like. 


When I wake the next day, | can immediately sense that 
someone else is in the house. | reach for my phone to see 
the time. God it's already 11:30. I sit up too quickly, and my 
head hurts. Maybe | did drink a little too much last night. | 
must have slept right through, although | didn't get to bed 
until the early hours. 


| listen to the noises of the house. A sudden panic hits me. 
Of course... Uncle Tony is back from his business trip. | had 
entirely forgotten. 


| glance around the room, my new dress and underwear 
strewn across the floor, a distinct smell of perfume and an 
undercurrent of alcohol lingering in the air. | wonder if Uncle 
Tony has been into my room. The door is slightly ajar, and | 
guess he must have popped his head through to see if | was 
home. Damn it, what should I tell him? | can't say | was with 
Brett and | don't know anyone else in this town. l'Il have to 
think of something. 


| look at my phone and am disappointed to see that Brett 
hasn't texted, as | thought he might after last night. I'm not 
sure when I’m going to see him again, and I'm already 
missing him. Now that Uncle Tony is back, he'll be escorting 
me to any jobs | might have. 


| hear the outside door close, and Uncle Tony start the car. At 
least it gives me time to wake up and think of something to 
say. | decide to have a long bath, that way if Uncle Tony 
returns soon | won't have to face him straight away. 


When | finally head down the stairs, | have washed my hair 
and am fresh-faced. Uncle Tony is pouring himself a coffee 
and reading the Sunday papers. He looks up and smiles as | 
head into the kitchen. 


“Hey princess,” he kisses me on the cheek, and I hug him in 
return. 


“Coffee?” 
As he pours another cup, | feel him looking at me, so | try 
and act cool as | hunt around the kitchen for some breakfast. 


Uncle Tony has brought home fresh croissants from the local 
deli and despite the meal the night before | find I'm starving. 


“Late night, huh?” 


| can tell he is angling for information, but | shrug and help 
myself to a large croissants. 


“| stayed up late and watched T.V, nothing too exciting.” | 
try and change the subject. 


“How was your trip?” 


| don't look at him but busy myself with breakfast. | hate to 
lie to Uncle Tony, but it wouldn't be good for Brett and me if 
| told him the truth. 


“Oh, only the usual business. Did you watch anything 
good?” 


Damn it, he's not going to let this go. He's definitely 
SUSPICIOUS. 


| shrug, trying to think of what I usually watch on T.V ona 
Saturday night. 


“Oh, some old black & white movie, you know what a sucker 
| am for old films.” 


| give him my brightest smile and wonder if | look 
convincing. 


It must work as he changes the subject. 


“So, you've been okay for the last couple of days...has Brett 
been looking out for you?” 


My heart leaps. | wonder if this is a leading question, and if 
Uncle Tony suspects anything, but when | look up, he’s busy 
reading his paper. 


My mind wanders to the previous evening. 
“Brett's been great. Thanks, Uncle Tony.” 


I'm glad when the inquisition is over. | think | got away with 
it. 


CHAPTER 17 


Brett 


It's after three when I get home from dropping Amy off and 
by the time I've driven back I'm wide awake. It's too late to 
go to bed, so | settle into my deep leather chair, pour a large 
whisky and watch the sunrise. What a night. | breathe 
deeply and can smell Amy on my skin, taste her in my 
mouth... she’s everywhere, and | luxuriate in the essence of 
her. | have fallen quickly, over a perilous and deep precipice 
and there is no going back. The fact that no other man has 
touched her makes me love and want her even more. 


Yes, | am in love, even after such a short time. | realized that 
tonight as | held her in my arms and we looked up at the 
stars together. | must be going soft, but this girl is a game- 
changer. 


| think | could have taken her in the car... damn sure wanted 
to. | don’t think she would have needed much persuasion to 
let me plunge my cock deep inside her, and boy did | want 
to, but | stopped myself. | want her first time to be perfect. 
Already I'm thinking about where and when it will happen, 
and one thing's for sure, it needs to be the best of 
everything for my woman. 


| must have fallen asleep, as I'm woken by my phone 
ringing. It's nine o'clock and it's Tony. | rouse myself quickly. 


“Hi Tony, how's it going?” | try to sound as if | have been 
awake for hours. 
“Brett, I'm just back home. Listen, do you know where Amy 


was last night? | just looked into her room, and she's flat out, 
looks like maybe she's been out somewhere?” 


| try and laugh, keeping my voice light. 


“| have no idea, Tony. You asked me to chaperone her for 
work, not to babysit her. She's a grown woman.” 


“She's eighteen, Brett. You would realize my concerns if you 
had a daughter.” 


His comment stings and | feel like a complete jerk. 


“Amy seems to be a sensible girl, I'm Sure you're imagining 
things.” 


Tony breathes heavily into the phone. 


“| guess so. You haven't noticed any young guys hanging 
around the house at all, any signs of anyone coming to the 
house when you picked her up?” 


| tell him | haven't, and he seems to lighten up. 


“Sorry, Brett, it's just that | promised her parents. She's so 
young. | don't want anyone sniffing around her, not yet. I'm 
not sure what | would do if | saw her with anyone... probably 
kill him.” 


It's an exaggeration of course, but | guess now is not quite 
the right time to tell him about Amy and me. We arrange to 
meet the following day to discuss a business deal before he 
hangs up. 


| hope Amy can think up a good excuse for last night. She's 
a bright girl, and I trust her completely. 


| want to phone her, even text her, but maybe it's not a wise 
move with Tony around and feeling suspicious. | hope she'll 
call me when she has a moment. 


The rest of the day, | try and figure out how | can tell Tony 
about us. It's going to be challenging to see Amy now that 
he’s back, but | know | can’t bear to be without her for too 
long. It's not that I'm afraid of Tony, but he's a good friend, 


and | would like this to be amicable. | know, however, if 
there has to be a choice, it will be Amy. 


At around three, my phone rings, and it's her. | pounce on 
my phone, anxious to hear her voice. 


“Hey you, | was hoping you would phone.” 
| tell her about the call from Tony, and she goes quiet. 
“| wondered why you didn't call,” she laughs nervously. 


Tony has been questioning her, and he suspects something, 
but not me thank god. 


“Listen, I'm seeing Tony tomorrow. I'll try and tell him then. 
Leave every worry you might have about us to me. l'Il sort 
everything out | promise.” 


| send her a kiss down the phone before I hang up, 
promising to call her as soon as I've spoken with him. 


The day drags and when it’s finally time to sleep, | lie awake 
all night trying to think what on earth I'm going to Say. 


The next day | meet Tony at Carrino's, our usual meeting 
spot. | always like to mix business with pleasure, and despite 
the previous day's suspicions, he's full of bonhomie. 


He goes on about a new business proposition, which sounds 
great, but I'm hardly concentrating. My head is too full of 
Amy and what I need to say to him. 


He must notice that I'm only half listening. 
“Hey, big fella... what do you say?” 


Tony must have asked me a question, and | try and pull 
myself together. 


“This is a great deal, Brett, but you don't seem too 
interested?” 


| shake my head, “It's a great deal Tony, you can count me 
in, but there's something | want to tell you about Amy...” 


Before | have time to finish his eyes light up, and he waves 
his hand in front of me. 


“Amy, | Knew there was something | had to tell you. It's her 
nineteenth birthday next week, but | have to go away again. 
| hate to leave her alone so often, especially on her 
birthday. She doesn't have any friends in this town, so | 
wonder if you would do me a huge favor and take her out to 
dinner, make her feel special?” 


It takes the wind right out of my sails, and for a moment | sit 
open-mouthed. 


Tony half apologizes. “I wouldn't ask for myself, Brett, but for 
Amy. She's had a tough year, and | would really appreciate 
it.” 

My mind is already whirring with possibilities. | didn't even 
know it was her birthday. With Tony away, it would be an 
ideal opportunity to book a hotel for the night. I try and stop 
myself from grinning. 


“Ok, Tony, I'll do it. It will be my pleasure.” 

He gives me a manly pat on the back. 

“You're a real pal, Brett. Now, what did you have to tell me?” 
| smile, “It can wait,” well at least until after Amy's birthday. 


CHAPTER 18 


Brett 


It's been a long week. With Tony around, it's difficult to see 
Amy. We text and grab brief phone conversations, but I'm 
careful, | don't want anything to spoil the perfect night I'm 
planning for her birthday. After only a couple of days, I'm 
pacing like a lion and desperate to see her. When Tony 
confides in me he's taking Trish to the coast for the day, | 
seize the opportunity to meet with Amy. It's only been a few 
days, but it seems like a lifetime. 


She phones me when Tony has left the house and meets me 
at the corner of her street. | don't want the neighbors to see 
me picking her up. There's a park a few miles away with a 
boating lake, and it's as far from the coast, and Tony, as | can 
get. Meeting him now would be disastrous. 


As soon as we’re far enough away from the prying eyes of 
the town, | stop the car and give Amy a long, slow kiss. She's 
dressed in her denim cut off shorts and a strappy top and 
looks perfect. 


“I've missed you,” | mutter into her lips as she kisses me 
back. 


“Uncle Tony's away again the day after tomorrow, and we 
can spend the whole day together on my birthday.” Amy's 
eyes shine at the thought. 


| try and pretend that | have forgotten. | want the hotel suite 
| have already booked to be a surprise. 


“Hmmm. Then we will have to think of something special to 
do. What would you like to do?” 


Biting her lip, she looks at me with those big blue eyes. 


“This may sound corny, but can we go to the zoo? I've 
always wanted to go ever since | was little but have never 
been.” 


| laugh of all the places | could take her, yet she wants the 
zoo. That's what | love about this girl...she's so different 
from any other woman I’ve ever met. 


| nod in agreement. 


“I'll take you to the zoo on one condition...that you let me 
take you for a surprise treat afterwards.” 


She kisses me again. 
“It's a deal!” 


It's baking hot by the time we reach the park, and we head 
down to the lake where it's slightly cooler. The weather has 
brought out a lot of people. It’s mid-week and you’d think it 
would be empty, but there are lots of young families, 
toddlers on bikes and in buggies. 


| imagine the children Amy and | will have, in my head. I’ve 
always wanted three children, and | swell with pride as | 
wrap my arm possessively around her. We buy ice cream and 
| feel like a kid again, not that | had much of a childhood. | 
haven't felt this good in years. There are little rowing boats 
for hire and Amy's eyes light up. 


“Can we?” 


| can’t deny this girl anything, and soon we’re stepping into 
one of the wooden boats. 


| take charge, grappling with the oars and not really knowing 
what to do. We spin around in circles for a while until | finally 
master the art of rowing. Amy rolls her eyes in mock 
disbelief at my lack of coordination, and in response, | 


plunge an oar straight down in the water next to her, 
playfully splashing her just a little bit in the process. 


Most women | know would freak out at getting their hair wet, 
or smudging their make-up...to think of it | don't think they 
would have gotten it into the boat at all, but Amy just 
laughs it off, that carefree and joyous sound that warms my 
heart. 


| behave after that, trying to be the perfect gentleman, well, 
at least until her birthday. 


Amy points out the ducks in the water as | row, the 
fishermen trying their luck in the fishing ponds and it's as if | 
see the world anew, through her eyes...and is it ever 
refreshing. | was in danger of becoming a cynical, middle- 
aged man and Amy has come along and saved me. 


There's a small island up ahead, that’s quite overgrown, but 
| row closer and look for a place to land the boat. 


“Hey, our own secret island, like something out of Robinson 
Crusoe”. 


Without hesitating, Amy jumps from the boat and onto dry 
land. 


“It's deserted. We have the place to ourselves!” 


She’s right. On the weekend this place is probably teaming 
with kids, but during the week it's an isolated spot. 


“Hey look up there,” Amy shouts, pointing to something a 
little further up the bank. It's a building of some kind. 


We make our way up through the nettles and overgrown 
branches to a red-roofed oriental looking style pagoda. It's 
seen better days, the paint flaking from the woodwork, but 
Amy seems overjoyed. 


“It's like going back in time into some secret garden. | love 
this place.” 


She runs and rewards me with a big kiss. 


There's an old wild rose, winding its way between the old 
roof joists and | reach up to pick one. 


“A rose for a rose.” | twist the red bloom into her golden hair. 
“This is perfect - thank you.” 


Amy acts as if | have given her the world, and | feel humble. 
| have spent so long making money that | had almost 
forgotten the simple pleasures in life. 


Taking my hand, she leads me inside the pagoda to sit ona 
little seat, worn with time. 
“Hundreds of couples, just like us, must have been up here.” 


The inside of the place is covered with graffiti, written or 
scratched into the wood. There are dozens of initials carved, 
with phrases like S.W.A.K. and 4eva engraved around 
Sketchy hearts. 


“What’s S.W.A.K.2” | ask. 


“Sealed with a kiss. It’s British. I’ve seen it in some of the 
romance novellas | read,” she says before sealing my lips 
with a kiss of her own. 


Damn, this woman is perfect. My woman. 


“Look,” Amy points to an area that has been covered in clear 
Plexiglas. Behind the plastic are the scribblings of couples 
from over half a century ago. 


Linda & Pete 1962 
TM +SR 1967 4eva' 


Someone has even had the foresight to see this as a piece of 
modern history and made an effort to preserve it. 


Amy looks wistful for a moment, tracing the shapes of the 
lettering over the protective covering. 


“| wonder where these couples are now, | wonder if it was 
forever.” 


She gives me a look that makes my heart ache, and | pull 
her towards me. 


“If they were anything like us, I'm sure it was.” 


We kiss, long and slow and | pull her into me. It seems 
different from before, more intense. The more | get to know 
Amy, the deeper | seem to fall, even when that seems almost 
impossible. I'm reaching depths of feeling | never knew | 
possessed. 


She presses into me, her body yielding against mine. Her 
mouth is slippery and intense, and I'm quickly aroused, her 
hands around the back of my neck sending shivers down my 
spine. 


I'm not prepared for her next move. Her hand reaches down 
for my zipper and starts to pull at my fly. 


God, it's tempting to take her out here in the open air and in 
this secluded space. My cock hardens in response, but with 
all my strength, | pull back. Not here, not now. 


“What is it? What did | do wrong?” 
| pull her back to me and kiss her nose. 


“Nothing, you did nothing wrong, Amy. | just want our first 
time to be special... perfect.” 


She sulks, but only a little. 

“When are you going to tell Uncle Tony?” 
| sigh, “After your birthday. | promise.” 
“Why wait until then?” 

| kiss her again. 


“Because you will be one year older and the age difference 
between us won't be as great.” 


She rolls her eyes and laughs. 
“So, how old exactly are you, old man?” 


Chasing her back to the boat, | catch her in my arms, kissing 
her once again. 


| drop Amy off in town, not wanting to drive too near the 
house, just in case we’re seen, 


I'm almost home when my phone rings. | hope it's Amy, but 
it's Tony. I'm reluctant to answer, but it's probably better 
that | do. 


“Hey Brett, | cruised by your house, but you weren't home. 
It's a bit last minute, but | wondered if you wanted to come 
around for a meal at mine tonight... you could meet Trish.” 


I'm silent for a moment while | think through the 
implications. 

“It would be my way of saying thank you for looking after 
Amy.” 


| should say no. This is dangerous ground and getting way 
too complicated. It will also make the eventual talk with 
Tony even harder. But the thought of seeing Amy tonight is 
just too compelling. 


“Sure, what time?” 


CHAPTER 19 


Amy 


| don't expect Uncle Tony to be home when | get back, | want 
to pretend I’ve been at home all day. As | walk around the 
corner and see the car, my heart sinks. I'll have to think of a 
good excuse and quick. 


| want to sneak straight upstairs, but as I start to climb the 
stairs to go to my room, Uncle Tony shouts to me from the 
kitchen. 


“Hey Princess, come and say hello to Trish.” 


I've never met his illusive on/off girlfriend before so | can 
hardly say no. | enter the kitchen, and he's mixing gin and 
tonics. A rather buxom and brassy woman steps forward to 
introduce herself to me, and | can tell that this is not her first 
drink. She seems friendly enough, and | can see why Uncle 
Tony likes her... Trish is an easy-going, good-time girl. 


“I like your flower,” she plucks at the rose in my hair as it 
falls away in her hand, scattering a few petals onto the floor. 
| had forgotten the rose and am annoyed at Trish for taking it 
away from me. | was going to press it in a book and keep it. 


“Who's been giving you flowers?” Uncle Tony steps forward 
to get a better look. 


“It's just a rose from the park, Uncle Tony, | went for a walk, 
and they looked so pretty, so | twisted one in my hair.” 


| try to sound as if it doesn't matter as Trish almost crushes 
the flower in-between her long, red fingernails. Before | 
know what I'm doing, | snatch it from her hand as more 
petals fall onto the floor. 


“I'll put it in the trash can for you,” | add hastily, putting 
what is left into my pocket. 


Trish gives me a knowing smile but says nothing. I'm about 
to go up to my room when Uncle Tony calls me back. 


“| forgot to tell you, | invited Brett over for dinner tonight, 
just to say thanks for looking after you. You will be at home 
this evening, won't you?” 


| try and look casual as | nod in response, feeling Trish's 
beady eyes upon me. She makes me feel uneasy, and | bet 
she doesn't miss a trick. 


“Yeah, that's fine,” | shout back, “It would be good to see 
Brett again.” 


| decide to take a bath and stay away from Uncle Tony and 
Trish for as long as I can. There is something about Trish that 
| haven't warmed to. | feel that she knows everything, but 
there’s no way she can. | decide that I'm just paranoid. 


| hear Brett arrive, but | stay upstairs until Uncle Tony calls 
me downstairs. With Trish around | need to be as calm and 
indifferent as possible. 


“Hey princess, look who's here. It's your bodyguard.” 
He hands Brett a drink as | step into the kitchen. 


It's weird pretending that | hardly know him and | feel 
awkward. Trish is already flirting around him, and | can see 
in her eyes that she fancies him immediately. | almost laugh 
as Brett manages to give me a mock 'I'm scared’ look. 


“It must be nice to have someone so tall and handsome to 
protect you, Amy.” Trish looks from me to Brett and then 
back to me again. She really is pushing me to my limits. 


Brett steps in to save me. 
“Well Tony is so out of shape, he can't do it himself.” 


Tony steps forward patting his belly. “I don't know what you 
mean,” and we all laugh. 


It's a hot night, and Uncle Tony is cooking his signature dish, 
steak on the barbecue and has set up a table under the 
canopy outside in the garden. We finish our drinks, and | 
offer to set the table, and seeing an opportunity for us to be 
alone, Brett offers to help me. It's a relief to be alone with 
him for a few minutes. 


My instinct is to walk over and kiss him, but it's too 
dangerous, so we stand and whisper as | hand him the 
tableware. 


“What do you think of Trish?” 


Brett makes a face. “She's a bit OTT. Better that Tony has to 
deal with that than me, that’s for sure.” 


We laugh together and suddenly Brett's standing very close 
to me. | have a sudden urge to kiss him. 


“What are you two whispering about?” 


Trish blunders into the room, looking to refill her glass. Just 
in time, | step away from Brett, but | feel the color rush to my 
face. Damn that woman. 


Brett is cool and laughs, ignoring her comment. 


“Trish, let me top up your drink. Tony is obviously neglecting 
you.” 
Trish giggles girlishly at his charms, handing him her empty 


glass. He refills it and escorts her back outside, winking at 
me as he passes. That was a close call. 


CHAPTER 20 


Brett 


Trish is just as | expected her to be, a big, brassy blonde. 
Tony could do better for himself, but I think he feels 
comfortable with her. I'm not sure how serious it is, 
especially considering it’s definitely been more 'off' than 
‘on' since | have known him, and l'm surprised that he’s 
asked me to meet her. 


Maybe things are getting more serious between them. 
Maybe Amy's mom was the love of his life, and now that 
she’s passed away he's happy taking second best. I’m not 
really sure, and it’s not any of my business anyway. I’m just 
lucky to have my first, and only choice, in this world. Now | 
have to decide when, and how to tell Tony. 


As we sit around the table I glance across at Amy, | could 
never imagine settling for second best. | have to be very 
careful tonight. Trish, for all her faults and the amount of 
alcohol she has consumed, is quite observant and I note that 
she keeps glancing at Amy and then me. Luckily Tony 
doesn't seem to notice, like most men, he is oblivious to 
such things. | pay Trish a lot of compliments, trying to keep 
her mind away from Amy and me, and it seems to work, she 
laps up the attention I give her and Tony seems to 
appreciate the effort I’m making with his woman. 


Amy is quiet, but she understands what I’m doing. | manage 
a few smiles at her across the table, but it's awkward, | wish 
the night would end so I can give all my attention, and real 
compliments, to the only girl in the world who deserves 
them. Mine. 


As the night wears on, Trish gets louder, and | suddenly 
become the subject of her questions. 


“So Brett, how’s a handsome man like you still single?” 


| take her hand in mine, “Well, Trish, you belong to Tony, so | 
guess | will still have to keep searching for Miss Right.” 


“It's a shame Amy's not older Brett, you could have taken 
her out. She's a pretty thing, don't you think?” 


| can tell that she is fishing, but this fish is not for biting. 


“Of course she is, she's Tony's goddaughter. Now he 
wouldn't have an ugly goddaughter, would he?” 


Tony laughs, approvingly. “I've asked Brett to take Amy out 
for her birthday, while I'm away.” 


Trish raises an eyebrow. “You old dog, well Amy, make sure 
he behaves himself.” 


| don't like the way the conversation is turning so | change 
the subject. 


“Who's for more wine?” | leave the table and fetch another 
bottle as Tony serves the steaks. 


“So, where are you taking Amy for her birthday, Brett?” 


Trish is like a bloody dog with a bone, and she won't give it 
up. | smile at her through gritted teeth, wishing she would 
piss off instead of pissing me off, as she’s been doing 
constantly tonight. 


“| don't know, | haven't really decided yet. Amy wants to go 
to the zoo, and after we might pop into Carrino's.” 


Trish pulls a face. 


“The zoo? Oh well, to each her own, but surely you can take 
her somewhere better than Carrino's?” 


“Hey, don't dis Carrino's. It's a great little Italian joint,” Tony 
pipes in. 


“But for Amy's birthday, Tony? Surely she deserves 
somewhere a little bit special.” 


“Brett will think of something... won't you, pal?” 
Trish gives me a hard stare. 
“Oh, I'm sure he will, Tony. I'm sure he will.” 


CHAPTER 21 


Amy 


The day of my birthday arrives, and | wake up early. Uncle 
Tony left on business last night, and although | love him 
dearly, | breathe a sigh of relief. Lately, I've had to be careful 
of everything | do and say and it's exhausting. | suddenly 
feel free. 


As soon as I've thought that, | immediately feel guilty. Uncle 
Tony gave me his present last night, a check for a thousand 
dollars. It's too generous, but he insisted. | think he wants 
me to stop performing...! know he’s not into the idea of me 
performing on stage and maybe this is his way of not so 
subtly attempting to get me off it. 


| try and push Uncle Tony off of my mind. It's my day, and 
Brett is picking me up soon. He’s taking me to breakfast and 
then the zoo. It sounds silly, but | can hardly wait. | stand at 
the window, watching for him. It doesn't matter if anyone 
sees Brett picking me up today. It's with Uncle Tony's 
blessing. 


| see the Porsche turn into the tree-lined avenue, and my 
heart skips a beat. | rush and open the door before Brett has 
even stepped out of the car. It's broad daylight, so I wait 
until he steps inside before | hug him. 


“Hey, birthday girl.” He picks me up easily and spins me 
around, before giving me a long, slow kiss. 


“Maybe we should just stay here for my birthday.” I'm only 
half joking. 


Brett laughs and shakes his head, 


“Don't even think about it. | need my breakfast and then it's 
straight to the zoo.” 


He wraps me in his arms again. 
“| almost forgot, | have a little something for you.” 


Letting me go for a second he pulls an expensive looking 
box out of his pocket, it’s beautifully wrapped and tied with 
a neat bow. 


“| can't take credit for the wrapping. | asked the woman at 
the store to make it look pretty.” 


My hands are shaking as | undo the paper and open the box. 
Inside is a pair of diamond earrings, simple yet very 
expensive looking. | gasp as | pick them up. The stones are 
beautifully cut and clear. 


| can hardly speak, 
“Oh Brett, they're beautiful, but..” 
He silences me with his lips. 


“Don't say a word, a beautiful girl should have beautiful 
things.” 


| try them on, and they look stunning. 


“I'll have to save them for a special occasion,” | place them 
carefully back in their box. 


“You can wear them tonight then.” 
| look suspiciously at Brett, “Why, where are we going?” 
“It's a surprise, but you'll need an overnight bag.” 


| can hardly believe what he’s saying to me, and | just stare 
open-mouthed for a moment. 


“Well, it is your birthday,” he whispers naughtily in my ear. 
My mind races and my heart skips a beat at the thought. 


“What should | bring? What should | wear?” 


“Just your toothbrush,” Brett almost growls. “Now hurry up, | 
want my breakfast,” he jokes... think. 


We eat a fantastic breakfast of eggs benedict and 
champagne before driving to the zoo. My little case is in the 
back seat next to his. | managed to pack a bit more than a 
toothbrush, but not much. Brett told me | don't need many 
clothes, and | took him at his word. The thought makes me 
tingle all over. 


The zoo is better than | expected. It houses mainly rescued 
animals that can't be put back into the wild, so | don't feel 
bad about seeing them behind bars. Brett was laughing at 
me wanting to come here on my birthday, but he is like a big 
kid and seems to enjoy it almost as much as I do. In the 
monkey house, Brett is just about to take a photo of me in 
front of the chimpanzee enclosure when a familiar voice 
speaks out from behind us. 


“Well if it isn't the birthday girl.” 
It's Trish. 


Brett and | exchange a look before turning around to speak 
to her. My heart starts to race. Luckily we weren't holding 
hands at that moment, as Brett was taking a photo of me on 
his phone, but we had been earlier on. How long had she 
been watching us? 


Brett smiles his usual slow, charming smile, but | can see 
that she's disturbed him. 


“Hey, Trish, what brings you here?” 


It's plainly evident that she's here to spy on Brett and me. | 
wonder if Uncle Tony put her up to it, or if she decided this 
all by herself. 


She's made up to the eyeballs, and simpers in front of Brett. 


“Well, it's such a beautiful day, and | wanted to go 
somewhere. | haven't been to the zoo in years. It must have 
been you two that put me in the mood to come here the 
other night.” 


| don't like the way she almost refers to us as a couple. 


“Well, now that we've met up, maybe we can have lunch 
together, to celebrate Amy's birthday.” 


| can't think of anything worse, luckily Brett steps in. 

“That would be a nice idea, Trish, but we just had breakfast.” 
She smiles, but it doesn't quite reach her eyes. 

“Well, maybe just a coffee then?” 

She's one determined lady...| can say that for her. 

“I've only got the Porsche.” 

It's a battle of wills, Brett versus Trish. She eyes him warily. 


“That's okay, there's a lovely restaurant here. No need to 
drive anywhere else at all.” 


| can visibly see Brett droop having lost the battle. There are 
no excuses left, and we can hardly snub her. 


Awkwardly we make our way up to the restaurant in the 
middle of the zoo. It's more of a café than restaurant and 
Trish and | settle at a round, plastic table while Brett goes off 
to buy coffee. 


Trish gives me her signature insincere smile again and leans 
in close to me. 


“Well dear, are you having a good birthday? Is Brett looking 
after you?” 


| nod. 


“He's a handsome man, isn't he? If it wasn't for your Uncle 
Tony, | think | would have a chance with him... whaddya 


think?” 


| wonder if she is genuinely spying on us, or if she is secretly 
after Brett. | almost laugh at the thought, but it's not that 
funny. 


| notice her eyes light up as Brett heads back with three 
Cappuccinos. 


“Well, this is nice. What a nice surprise to bump into you 
both today.” 


Surprise my ass! 
“So, what do you plan to do with the rest of your day?” 


| can see Brett's mouth twitch. He doesn't like Trish much, 
and we both want to get rid of her as soon as possible, but 
it's not going to be that easy. 


“Well, we intend to spend more time looking around the zoo, 
and | will be taking Amy out for a meal tonight. | promised 
Tony...” 


She looks at me, and | almost see a hint of jealousy in her 
eyes. 


“And where are you going, have you booked anywhere yet, if 
not | know this lovely little restaurant...” 


Brett cuts her off rudely mid-sentence. 


“| have a couple of places in mind, but I'm not sure yet. We'll 
see what we feel like later on.” 


“I'm free this evening, maybe I can join you?” 
| see Brett take a deep breath. 

“I've only got the Porsche, sorry Trish...” 
“Well, we could get a taxi.” 


She really is the rudest and most persistent woman | have 
ever met. 


Brett's not having any of it, and | can hear the impatience in 
his voice. 


“I'm sorry, Trish, but we don't know what we are doing yet. 
We might just wing it for a bit, then go for a drive and grab 
something to eat spontaneously. We don't want to be pinned 
down by too many plans.” 


That finally takes the wind out of her sails, and | watch as 
she opens and closes her mouth for a moment, like a fish on 
dry land. | can tell by her face that she's furious, but Brett 
has left her with nowhere to go. Whatever her reason, she's 
not coming. 


Her flabby mouth twitches a response as she drains her cup. 
Gathering her bag, she stands as if to leave. 


“Well, | don't want to be anywhere I'm not wanted. Tony will 
be phoning me later, so l'Il be telling him that | bumped into 
you two. Goodbye.” 


She aims her last remark rather viciously, and | wonder if it’s 
meant to be a warning. | watch her walk away, making sure 
she leaves the restaurant before | turn back to Brett. 


“Was that wise?” 

“| can't have that woman ruining your birthday.” 

Despite his cool act, | can tell that Trish has disturbed him. 
“What if she tells Uncle Tony?” 


“Tells him what? There's nothing to tell. He already knows 
I'm taking you out today, it was Tony that asked me.” 


I'm not so Sure. 


“But why was she here? Do you think she was spying on 
us?” 


Brett shrugs. “Who knows, but what does it matter... besides, 
I'm going to tell Tony all about us as soon as he gets back. 


Now don't worry and don't let it spoil your day. Drink up, and 
we'll go and see the lions.” 


| drink my coffee, but Trish has already left a bitter taste in 
my mouth. 


CHAPTER 22 


Brett 


After the zoo, | drive her over to the hotel. It's a top-notch, 
five-star exclusive boutique hotel, over one hundred miles 
away and there's no chance of bumping into anyone here, 
not even Trish. | try not to think of the woman, but her 
appearance has cast a bit of a shadow over the day, though | 
try my best to hide it from Amy. Damn the woman. I think 
she was already suspicions about us, not that she has any 
concrete evidence as such, but | wonder if she did see us 
holding hands or even kissing at the zoo. | could kick myself 
for being so stupid. Someone was bound to see us 
eventually. Maybe it's a blessing in disguise. It just means 
that | will have to tell Tony now and as soon as possible. | 
only hope I get my chance before Trish does. 


A vast, tree-lined avenue marks the entrance to the hotel. 
It's nearly 4 p.m., and as we drive along the gravel road, we 
catch a view of the hotel through the trees. The late 
afternoon sun casts a golden haze over the place, making it 
look like a castle from an old-fashioned fairy tale. It's an old 
Italian-Renaissance style hotel, built in the 1920’s and oozes 
glamour...the kind of place | know Amy will appreciate. As 
we drive closer, her eyes widen. 


“Are we staying here, really?” 


A smart looking gent wearing a fancy uniform steps down 
from the grand entrance steps as I stop the car. Immediately 
he greets us warmly, just as if we were regulars. | rush 
around the side of the car and open the door for Amy. From 
now on | intend to be the perfect gentleman, well, until later, 


that is. | hand over the keys of the Porsche to the guy in 
uniform so he can park the car, and as he takes them, 
another guy appears to take our luggage into the hotel, well, 
what little there is of it. 


| take Amy's arm as he ushers us up the steps and inside. 
The reception area is stunning, ornate Italian design with a 
large marble fireplace in the corner. Amy is grinning like a 
Cheshire cat as she looks around. | made the right choice. A 
one-night stay here has cost me a small fortune, but it's 
worth the priceless look on her face. 


The woman at the reception desk is also immaculate and 
perfectly dressed, but not as impressive as the woman on 
my arm. | can tell it's a classy joint as she doesn't try and 
flirt with me, like most other hotels I’m used to. 


This is the place where the rich and famous have their téte- 
a-tétes, and even royalty have stayed here. | wonder how 
many secret liaisons have taken place here over the years. 


A gentleman by the name of Jason escorts us to our 
penthouse suite on the top floor. Even the elevator is 
beautiful, an art deco wrought iron cage that sweeps us up 
through the middle of the building to the top floor. 


We move down the corridors, our footsteps lost in the thick 
woolen carpet. Amy has hardly spoken a word since we 
arrived, but her eyes say it all, looking in wonder at 
everything around her. There are even antique pieces and 
expensive looking old paintings decorating the walls. | can't 
wait to see the room, and | hope it lives up to expectations. 


Jason doesn't enter the room, but opening the door, he 
hands me the key, gives a small bow and goes on his way. 
This is definitely a classy joint if the bellboys don't even 
hang around for a tip. 


| push the door open slowly and let Amy enter before me. | 
have ordered a few additions to make our stay extra special. 


This is a place that can cater for everything. 


| hear Amy gasp as she inhales deeply, taking in the scene, 
and it is even better than | thought. 


A magnificent French crystal chandelier hangs down from 
the ceiling, like a great fire glinting in the rays of the 
afternoon sun, streaming through the floor to ceiling 
windows. A pretty marble and tiled fireplace, inset with 
ornate mirrors, gleams at the far end of the room, reflecting 
the sumptuous sofas and elegant high backed chairs. On a 
low walnut coffee table stands a bone china cake stand filled 
with sweet and savory delicacies, while exquisite bowls of 
fruit and flowers are placed strategically around the room. 


Amy turns to me, overcome with emotion, her eyes sparkling 
with tears. 


“Oh Brett, it's wonderful, | don't...1 don't Know what to say.” 


She rushes into my arms, and | squeeze her as hard as | 
dare. | could dive straight into her, right here and now on 
the expensive carpet, but | want to savor the moment. | kiss 
her gently on the lips, but pull away and open the bottle of 
champagne before | lose control. It gives a satisfying pop, 
and | pour the golden bubbles into a crystal champagne 
flute and hand it to her. 


“Happy Birthday, Amy.” 


She hardly needs the champagne, and | see her hand 
Slightly tremble with the excitement of it all. 


Taking her by the arm, | escort her through two double doors 
into the bedroom. The room shines white and golden, all 
moulded cornices and elegant, and from a stunning ceiling 
hangs another impressive chandelier. 


In the middle of the room stands a king size four-post bed. 
There's yet another fireplace, a chaise lounge and matching 


chairs. A posy of pink roses sits in a cut glass vase by the 
window. 


“It's perfect, Brett, so beautiful, so elegant.” Amy rushes to 
the bed and falls back against the softness, and I can't help 
but join her. We tumble into the deep pillows, and suddenly 
I’m on top of her, my breathing hard. | kiss her on the 
forehead. This is not the time. 


“| have something for you.” 


| pull away and produce a gift, expensively wrapped in 
tissue and ribbon. Amy opens the package delicately, not 
wanting to spoil the paper and brings out a blue silk 
nightdress. It's short, sexy and expensive, and as she holds 
it against her body, | see that | have matched the color of 
her eyes beautifully. There's also a set of silk underwear, bra, 
panties and camisole in an exquisite shade of red. 


She turns to me impishly. “Do you want me to try them on 
now?” 


| do, more than she could possibly imagine but the time still 
isn’t quite right. I’m already fighting against my better 
nature to keep my trousers on. 


“Later,” | wink and escort her through another set of doors 
that lead through to the dressing room. A considerable 
dressing table faces the window, filled with expensive 
complimentary perfumes and cosmetics. Along the back wall 
runs a full-length walk-in wardrobe. 


“Why don't you take a look inside?” 


Amy spins around as if in a dream and takes a sip of 
champagne as | open the door for her. Hanging there is a 
scarlet chiffon dress, fitted and simple but expensively cut. 
A pair of matching stiletto shoes peep out from the bottom. 


“Oh Brett, no wonder you told me not to bring many 
clothes.” 


| laugh and kiss her again and whisk her into the bathroom. 
It's all black and white marble, and tile in the art deco style 
with a large double-ended freestanding tub in the middle of 
the floor. Fluffy robes and slippers hang by the door. A glass 
Shelf is filled once again with expensive looking toiletries. 


| can't wait to try out the tub with Amy, but it will have to 
wait. | have one more surprise for the birthday girl. 


Back in the sitting room, | walk over to the large windows, 
one of which is a door that leads out onto a deep veranda 
overlooking acres of beautiful parkland. Amy claps her 
hands in delight as she eyes the outdoor whirlpool tub. 


“Is that what | think it is?” 


“I thought we might sit out here for a while and finish the 
champagne.” | hand her another small package. It's a bikini. 
At first, I'd thought about skinny-dipping, but | have tonight 
all planned in my head. It has to be perfect for Amy. 


“You go and change in the bathroom, and I'll switch on the 
tub.” 


When she comes back | see she looks fantastic in a bikini, 
the first time | have seen her body in daylight, and it's more 
of a turn on than if she had been standing naked in front of 
me. Amy is perfect, long shapely legs and a small pert butt, 
flat stomach and breasts just large enough to fill my hands. | 
bring the rest of the champagne outside with the platter of 
canapés and fruit as Amy climbs in. | go and change into my 
shorts and join her. Amy clips her hair up and her perfect, 
angular face peers at me like a cat over the edge of the hot 
tub. 


“Hey, you look like a movie stan” 
She laughs at me, unaware of her beauty. 
“I wish. Now come on in Brett, the water's amazing.” 


In her sunglasses and sipping a glass of champagne, she 
looks like a young Bridget Bardot, and | feel the luckiest 
man alive. 


The warm bubbles lap gently around us, and we sit for a 
moment, taking in the breath-taking view and drinking 
champagne. It doesn't get any better than this, and it all 
starts with the woman by my side. I’ve bombarded her 
senses, and | let her sit, enjoying the moment. After a short 
silence, she turns to me. 


“This is the best birthday ever. | can hardly believe that I'm 
here, Brett. This place is absolutely perfect.” 


| take away her champagne glass and remove her 
sunglasses. 


“ You're absolutely perfect, and there's more to come.” 


My arms move quickly around her, wet skin against wet skin. 
It's one of the sexiest feelings in the world, and my cock is 
like a ramrod, but | can't give in just yet. | want to give my 
girl romance and show her that it's not just about sex. There 
will be plenty of time for that later. 


| give her a slow and lingering kiss on the lips, and she 
presses her curves into me, moaning gently. Suddenly her 
legs are snaking around my hips, and I'm between her legs, 
with only her flimsy bikini and my shorts between us. | press 
against her soft mound and ache to be inside her. Her feet 
trap me tightly in-between her firm dancer's thighs, and | 
figure | could spend a whole lifetime just like this. But it's no 
good, | don't want Amy's first time to be fumbling in a hot 
tub. | want to do things properly, undress her slowly, 
building up to the moment. 


| stop kissing her and press her tiny nose with my finger. 


“Later young lady, now you need more champagne and 
something to stop you from getting drunk.” 


| feed her tiny sandwiches and pastries, placing the delicate 
morsels in her mouth. It's sexy watching her eat, her tongue 
flicking crumbs from her lips. | reach for a bowl of 
strawberries, dipping the ripe red fruit into the champagne 
before letting her bite the sweet fruit. Drops of juice dribble 
from her lips and | lap up the sweetness with my tongue. The 
love play turns me on more than | can imagine and | realize | 
need to go and cool down for a while. 


| make a move to step out of the hot tub, and Amy eyes me 
quizzically, looking worried for a second. 


“Where are you going?” 


“I'm going to leave you to get ready for tonight. Why don't 
you have a long bath and get changed?” 


“Tonight?” 
“Wear the red dress, and I'll be back about seven.” 


CHAPTER 23 


Amy 


I'm speechless. | really am speechless. | have never seen 
such luxury in all my life. When | first stepped into the room, 
it took my breath away. | can't even begin to imagine how 
much it must have cost Brett, but it makes me realize how 
much he must care about me. He has made me feel so 
special...and horny. | half expected him to take me on the 
bed as soon as we arrived, but he's been a real gentleman. 
Even in the hot tub, it was evident that he was aroused, but 
he seems to be holding back, waiting. Already I'm tingling 
with the anticipation of it all. 


Brett took a quick shower and dressed before going out. He 
wouldn't tell me where he was going, but today has been so 
full of surprises that | didn't ask. In a way, I'm quite grateful 
that he's left me for a while, it's fun to dress up for him, and | 
can't wait to try on my new dress. 


The bathroom is stunning. | turn the knob on the tub, letting 
it run, and pour in a generous amount of oil from a glass 
bottle, the lavender and rose scent and steam filling the air. 
Even the soap is handcrafted, studded with lavender flowers 
and rose petals. The bath is deep and sensuous, and | 
stretch myself out in the full length tub, my hair cascading 
in the water like Ophelia. | could die for love. | close my 
eyes, my head full of Brett. What will the sex be like? | reach 
down towards the familiar ache between my legs but stop 
myself. | want to keep myself in this semi-aroused state. | 
feel as high as a kite. Who would ever need drugs when you 
can have...this? 


The bath towels are thick and fluffy, and | fasten one around 
me as | make my way over to the bedroom and lie on the 
bed fora moment. The ceiling is painted with angels and 
cherubs that | hadn’t even noticed before. Maybe I’ve died 
and gone to heaven. | can't imagine anything as perfect as 
this. 


| check the time. It’s almost six and | better make a move. 


| walk through into the dressing room, which is absolutely 
incredible and has everything a girl could possibly need or 
want. The perfumes are French and expensive, and the body 
creams rich and buttery. There's even a decent hairdryer to 
blow dry my hair. I've never had money for expensive 
potions and lotions, and I'm like a kid in a candy store, 
opening tubes and packets. | rub the sweet smelling body 
lotion into my skin. | want to be perfect for Brett tonight. 


The underwear and dress fit me perfectly, a French design 
and so elegant. | slip on the shoes not knowing how he does 
it, but they also fit perfectly. He certainly has exquisite taste. 


| apply a little make-up, but not too much, | know that Brett 
likes me to look natural, which is great, but | decide to add a 
touch of red lipstick to match the dress. | check myself out in 
the full-length mirror. It's me yet somehow, | look different. 
At first, I'm not sure what it is, the dress and shoes are new, 
sure, but it's something else. Then | realize it's the 
happiness on my face. I’m glowing. 


It's then | notice something is missing. | open my small 
suitcase and take out a small box, the diamond earrings 
from Brett. 


CHAPTER 24 


Brett 


| want to give Amy time to get ready for this evening. Most 
girls don't like guys hanging around them while they are 
getting ready, and | want to give her time to enjoy the suite 
without me. Besides, it's less temptation for me that way. | 
have a few things to check on, but it doesn't take me long, 
and | head down to the bar and order a beer. | drink slowly. | 
definitely don't want to be drunk tonight. 


All | can think about is making her mine, officially. 
Restraining myself has just made me want her even more. | 
didn't realize | could have this much will power. It's been a 
struggle all day. | suddenly think about the zoo and Trish 
again. | had managed to put her and Tony out of my mind 
until now. Damn it, | feel a little bit of guilt start to creep into 
my head, but it has no chance against my lust. No, it's not 
lust, it's love, it really is. 


| check my watch every five minutes, and | feel like I’m 
trapped in the middle of the longest hour ever. At least the 
waiter doesn't keep bothering me about another drink. | 
manage to wait until my watch shows 6:55 before heading 
back to the room again. 


Amy is a picture of perfection, completely blowing me away 
in that red dress. 


“You like it?” She knows that | do, and flirts in front of me, 
knowing full well that I'm not about to rip her clothes off, 
even though | want to more than anything in this world. | 
like her teasing...it bodes well for later. 


Stepping close, she kisses me delicately on the mouth, and | 
breathe her in, the subtle notes of expensive perfume and 
her own natural sweetness. 


Taking her hand, | lead her into the sitting room. 
“Now, | have another surprise. Close your eyes.” 
She eyes me warily. 
| laugh. “Trust me?” 


Amy laughs and closes her eyes, and just for good measure | 
place one of my hands over her eyes and walk her slowly 
over to another set of double doors at the opposite end of 
the sitting room. 


Opening the doors, | pull my hand away. 
“Happy Birthday, Amy.” 


The private dining room is lit with what seems like a 
hundred candles. The table glints and glows with cut glass 
and silverware, with a stunning floral centerpiece. She 
squeezes my hand tightly, and her voice is so husky with 
emotion that she can barely speak. 


“It's so beautiful...” 


Our own personal butler is standing by and pulls out a chair 
for Amy. When we are settled, he brings forward a bottle of 
crisp chardonnay for me to try. | taste it, I'm no connoisseur, 
but it's like nectar, and | nod, and he fills my glass and then 
Amy's. 


| have chosen a light menu tonight... we don't want to be too 
full. | also picked sexy food...food that we can eat with our 
fingers. The butler serves the starter of oysters and 
asparagus before leaving us to eat in privacy for a while. 


We are hardly in need of aphrodisiacs, but the oysters are 
plump and the asparagus tender. | show Amy how to swallow 


the oysters, and she laughs and wrinkles her nose, game for 
trying anything. 


| don't want to rush, but | press the buzzer and the butler 
appears to clear away the dishes and bring in the main 
course of lobster. 


Amy has never eaten lobster, and | show her how to crack 
the claws. | pick up the sweet, white meat and dip it into the 
butter before bringing it to her lips. 


“Mmmm, give me some more.” She opens her mouth in 
anticipation, waiting for the next morsel. 


She has a go at cracking open her lobster claws and feeds 
me the same way, her fingers slippery with butter. | take her 
slim fingers in mine, and one by one put them into my 
mouth to slowly lick the melted butter away. 


“Hey, we have finger bowls for this.” She jokes but | can see 
that she is turned on. Her eyes, windows to her soul, give her 
away every time. 


I summon the butler again, and he clears everything away 
silently before bringing the dessert. 


“How did you like your first lobster?” She laughs as I wipe a 
smear of butter remaining on her lips. 


“It was amazing. | thought I was a cheap date, but | could 
get used to this champagne and lobster way of living. A 
burger will never seem the same. | feel like a pampered 
princess!” 


| touch her fingers lightly. 


“This is a night for firsts. | hope you will enjoy everything 
tonight.” 


| have never seen her really blush before, and as her face 
flushes, she looks up at me through her long lashes. 


“I can't wait.” 


Neither can I, but we have to finish dinner before the main 
feast. 


We dip our hands in the finger bowls, and I take one of the 
clean white linen napkins and dry her fingers delicately as if 
they are made of porcelain, planting a kiss on each one. 


Amy giggles, her eyes reflecting the myriad of candles 
burning in the room. 


“Mmmm,” she lets out a deep murmur of satisfaction. 


| can’t believe I’m able to show so much restraint when it 
comes to her. | was hoping that | wouldn’t ruin it, turning 
foreplay into a quick fumble before the main event. But it’s 
like every minute with her is foreplay and that’s an entirely 
new experience for me. 


If anyone had told me a few months ago that | could be so 
romantic | would never have believed them. Me...tough guy 
from the wrong part of town being lovey dovey? I’ve never 
even spoken those two words in my entire life, let alone had 
them go through my thoughts before. | guess | always had it 
in me, but it has taken someone as special as Amy to bring 
out the best in me. Maybe that’s what real love is all about. 


| ring for the butler, and he pours more wine, but | make sure 
that he doesn't pour too much. | need to keep the balance. 
Amy's not used to drinking, and too much wine on top of the 
champagne would be disastrous. | fill up her water glass and 
urge her to drink. 


How many guys out there in the world have gotten women 
drunk in their efforts to seduce them? That’s certainly the 
last thing | would ever do or want with my woman. | want 
the full experience, and | want to feel it in every way 
possible, including mentally...and that means being sharp 
between the ears. 


Fruit follows the lobster, served with a dark chocolate sauce 
for dipping. l’d read somewhere that finger food is the 
sexiest way of eating, and it's true. Each course had been 
sexier and sexier. | could feed Amy all day. Her full lips bite 
into the soft fleshy fruit, the chocolate sauce dribbling on 
her lips as | hold the sweet morsels to her mouth. Between 
bites, | kiss her, tasting the bittersweet chocolate on her lips. 


CHAPTER 25 


Brett 


| don't call the butler back for coffee. After the fourth 
strawberry, | feel the time is right. | can no longer restrain 
myself. Taking Amy gently by the hand, | pull her to her feet. 
I'm rock hard and have never felt so aroused in all my life. 


Amy rises and looks at me, her eyes large and trusting. 
Silently | lead her through the sitting room and into the 
bedroom. While we have been dining, the hotel staff has 
been busy. The air is filled with the musky scent of roses, 
and the bed is strewn with fragrant pink and red rose petals, 
pink for love and red for passion. The only light comes from 
a dozen or more candles set around the room. 


| start by giving her a long and lingering kiss. The dinner has 
made us mutually hungry for each other, and our mouths 
meet greedily. | stroke her beautiful blonde hair, feeling it's 
softness in my hands, like a long silken rope. | brush her 
cheek, her shoulders, her breasts, as my hand travels down 
her body then back up towards her shoulders. Bringing her 
close, | kiss her neck as my hands reach around her and 
gently pull at the zipper on her dress. It slides easily down 
her spine and flipping the straps over her bare shoulders, 
the flimsy gown falls silently to the floor. 


Amy gasps with pleasure as the soft material brushes her 
Skin. 


| stand back to admire her, taking her in greedily with my 
eyes. 


She looks like a Victoria's Secret model, only better, 
standing in the red silk bra and panties and red stiletto 
shoes, | walk around her, taking in every angle before sitting 
on the bed. 


| flick a switch at the side of the bed, and soft music starts to 
flow from hidden speakers, slow and sexy and chosen 
precisely for this moment. 


“Dance for me.” 


| speak with authority in my voice. | want to extend our 
foreplay for as long as I can. Those big, blue eyes look up at 
me again, and | wonder if | have gone too far, but then I see 
the trust and a sexy glint before Amy starts to move. 


She starts slowly, at first a little self-consciously, swaying 
her hips in time with the rhythm. Then she starts to move 
that firm and perfectly formed butt, teasing me with her 
body. Her legs look even longer in the high heels, and | 
watch her defined muscles tense and flex as she shimmies in 
front of me. 


Amy gets bolder and starts running her hands seductively 
across her skin. It's like my own personal lap dance, and | sit 
mesmerized, my hands by my side, not allowing myself to 
touch her, the passion building inside me. Suddenly she is 
Gilda, her alter ego, the devilish side of my angel. 


When I can stand her teasing no longer, | stand and pull her 
towards me, my hands now touching her soft skin. 


Running my fingers down her arms, she shivers with 
pleasure as | pull her gently onto the bed, laying her down 
amongst the rose petals. 


“You need to be naked.” It's an order and not a request as | 
unclip her bra, revealing those pert breasts for the first time. 
| kiss them delicately before kissing her tummy and then 
take the red silk of her panties between my teeth, slowly 


tugging them towards her feet. Amy obliges by lifting her 
hips, and soon she is naked. 


Stripping down to my boxers, | climb onto the bed, kneeling 
above her, my cock erect and straining at the flimsy 
material. 


She is mine. 


At first, | cover her in kisses, starting with her hair and 
gently moving my lips down towards her feet and back up 
again, lingering on the softness of her belly. | can already 
smell her musky sweetness, the scent of sex. My hand 
ventures further down to touch her lightly between her legs 
and | wonder if she will pull away again, but instead, she 
yields a little, allowing my hand to gently open her thighs. 
At first, | kiss her mound, the fine, golden hairs as soft as 
down. Amy twitches in response to my light touch, as | dare 
to place my fingers on her soft folds. God, she is wet, the 
skin silky smooth. | need to taste her. Her body jerks as | lick 
her, swollen and ripe for the plucking, her hand instinctively 
moving down to the place of pleasure and pain. | hold her 
hand away gently as my tongue darts and flicks into her 
intimate spaces, and she squirms and moans in delight, 
pushing her body against me. | feel her pleasure building, 
and so | stop, bringing her to the edge but not quite letting 
her fall, crashing over the edge, not just yet. My cock is 
aching for her, and as | release her hands, she hesitantly 
reaches for me, grasping my full thick rod. The softness of 
her touch is exquisite and brings me near the edge, but | 
hold on, my lust building until | can think of nothing else. 
Pulling off my boxer shorts, we are both naked, and | open 
her legs wider so | can fit between them. Amy's legs curl 
around my back, pulling me down towards her as | push 
gently at her opening. For a moment, her eyes open, and 
she stares up at me, full of desire and trust. 


“Fuck me, Brett.” Her voice is sultry as she raises her hips to 
meet mine, the head of my cock plunging into her soft 
depths. 


| resist not filling her with my cock. It's her first time, and | 
don't want to hurt her. I'm overcome by lust and love, and 
it's a heady mixture | have never experienced before. 


| hesitate. 
“Are you ok?” 


Amy flashes me a lazy smile, and | feel her legs tighten 
around me. | can wait no longer, and in one swift move, | 
dive into her, her soft flesh tightening around me. 


Now it's my turn to moan, my whole body filling with 
pleasure. | thrust deeply, again and again, each time deeper 
and more urgent. She is so tight that it doesn't take me long 
and soon | am filling her with my hot creamy gift. It's an 
almost religious experience as | continue to thrust until I’m 
empty, spent, my seed sown. My body is sweating, and | can 
feel my heart thudding with the exhilaration. She throws 
her head back against the pillow as her pleasure peaks with 
mine, and | feel her whole body shudder beneath me. She is 
mine now, mine all mine. She is all | need, and | know my 
need for her will never be filled... my thirst never 
quenched...my desire to make more and more babies with 
her continuing forever and into eternity. 


CHAPTER 26 


Amy 


| lie still, feeling Brett's hot sticky come inside me. I’ve had 
orgasms before, all self-induced, but | have never felt such 
pleasure. It's as though my heart is singing, my whole body 
responding to his touch. His cock is still inside me, not as 
hard as before but still throbbing and | squeeze my legs 
even tighter around him. For a moment, he collapses onto 
me with a sheen of sweat glistening on his skin. | can feel his 
heart thudding heavily next to mine, and joined like this, it’s 
as though we are one. 


After a while, he nuzzles his face against my hair, 
whispering into my ear. 


“| love you, Amy.” 


My heart leaps at the simple words. It’s good enough to be 
desired, but to be loved is something different. | think | have 
loved Brett from the first moment | saw him, but have never 
told him until now, too afraid to make the confession in case 
he didn’t feel the same way. 


“| love you too,” | whisper back into the silence. 


His arms circle me, holding me close as we lay looking at 
each other. Things are different now. | am no longer a virgin. 
In this moment and forever more | officially belong to Brett... 
mind, body, and soul. 


Now I want to do something for him. He has pleasured me 
and now it's time to return the favor. | sit up, legs splayed 
across his. 


“Mmmm, | like when my woman displays dominance,” he 
laughs sexily. 


His cock is coming back to life and stands erect in front of 
me. His eyes watch me steadily, wondering what I’m going 
to do. I've read so much about oral sex in magazines and 
romance novellas and now it's time to put the theory to the 
test. 


Bending forward, | take the head of his cock in my hand, a 
shiny drop of precum quivering on the tip. Tentatively, | lick 
him with my tongue, tasting the salt and muskiness. As soon 
as | touch him with my tongue, Brett closes his eyes and 
moans back into the pillow. Well, at least | must be doing 
something right. His cock twitches as | lick my lips and suck 
gently. 


“Oh Amy, god Amy, that's so good, don't stop.” 


His hips arch as he thrusts deeper into my mouth, I'm not 
sure at first, but | am in control and pull back when he 
pushes too hard. 


He eyes me playfully, eyes slit with passion. “You tease.” 


| suck again and see his face contort with ecstasy and love 
the power | have over him. 


When he thrusts again too deeply, | pull away completely, 
holding both his hands in false imprisonment. 


“Now, don't be a naughty boy or you won’t get anything.” 
He laughs, pulling a face in mock agony. 


| sit for a moment not moving, his cock twitching and 
throbbing in anticipation, his eyes pleading for more. 


“Say please.” 


Brett raises an eyebrow, looking at me quizzically, a wry 
smile on his face. 


“Say please!” 
“Pleeasel” 


Taking his cock in one hand, | lick him from the base to the 
tip, lightly flicking my tongue across the top and back down 
again. | can feel the blood pumping inside his flesh and 
guess that he is not far from coming again. 


| want to feel him inside me again and shift my position so 
that I’m hovering above him. Grasping my hips, Brett 
steadies me as | gently lower myself onto him. It's difficult at 
first, and | slide tentatively down his length, causing a deep 
ache within me. | pause for a moment, and Brett thrusts 
upwards until | have all of him. It’s agony but ecstasy at the 
same time as | sit flush against him, his long, fat cock buried 
deep inside me. The pleasure builds as | grind against him, 
rocking steadily to and fro getting direct stimulation on my 
clit. Soon a wave of pleasure shudders through me as | feel 
Brett releasing his load, a warm stickiness that dribbles 
down my thighs. 


After we lay exhausted, wrapped around each other. Our first 
round of days and days of built up passion spent, we fall into 
a heavy and dreamless sleep. 


CHAPTER 27 


Brett 


Amy is asleep in my arms when | wake. It's still early, but | 
feel so refreshed it’s like I’ve slept for days. | don't ever 
remember sleeping so peacefully in all my life. 


The first rays of sun light up Amy's face and she looks like 
an angel, her golden hair framing her beautiful face. | smile 
remembering last night remembering the way my angel was 
a little devil... l'm a lucky man. 


| told Amy I loved her last night, and | meant it. | have never 
said that to another woman, and now | know why. Her body 
is warm and fits neatly against mine as if we were made for 
each other. The softness of her skin makes me tingle, and 
already I’m rock hard again, needing her. This morning 
though, the urge is gentle, more love than lust. But | don't 
wake her. She lies so peacefully in my arms | could hold her 
here forever. 


Eventually, she stirs, eyelashes fluttering in sleepy 
wakefulness. 


“Good morning.” 

She smiles, still half asleep. 
“What time is it?” 

“It's time for this!” 


Rolling Amy onto her back, | push myself gently inside her 
again. Heavy with sleep, she drapes an arm across my back 
as | stir her gradually to life, feeling the slow rocking motion 
of her hips against me. This time I’m gentle, more 


considerate, watching her face change as the pleasure 
gradually increases. 


| cup her face and slowly kiss her, the passion building until 
| am no longer in control. Her face changes and we ride the 
wave together. 


We snuggle close as | bury my head into her hair, breathing 
in the sweet soft smell. 


After a moment | feel her body shaking slightly in my arms. | 
open my eyes, expecting to see her laughing, but my heart 
aches as | see tears in her eyes 


“Amy?” | worry that | might have hurt her. 


Holding her head against my chest, she continues to weep 
silently. 


“Hey...what's the matter, beautiful. What have | done?” | 
kiss her face, the salty tears wetting my mouth. 


Shaking her head, she looks up at me, her eyes a deep sea 
green and not their usual blue. 


“I'm just so happy, Brett. | don't want this to end. Not now... 
not ever.” 


Relieved, | hold her close, smiling to myself. 


“This isn’t going to end. | promise you with everything I’ve 
got. This is just the start of our life together. You should be 
smiling, not crying.” 


| see that same look of trust in her eyes, and my heart melts. 
“But what about Uncle Tony?” 


For a blissful few hours, | had forgotten all about Tony 
Adams. Now he just crash landed back into my world again. 


“Don't you worry about your Uncle Tony. As soon as he gets 
home, I'll speak to him. l'Il explain that | love you and want 


to take care of you for the rest of my life. | love you, Amy. 
Everything will be ok, | promise you.” 


Amy smiles. She has so much faith in me that | can't let her 
down. She's of age and Tony can't stop us. He's my best 
friend and Amy's only family. | have to make this work. 


CHAPTER 28 


Amy 


| don't want to leave the hotel. The last twenty-four hours 
have been like a fairy tale, and | don't want to go back to 
reality, not just yet. Everything is so perfect that I'm afraid, 
scared that suddenly all of this will be taken away from me. | 
trust Brett. He's everything | want in a man...caring, reliable, 
honest and handsome and | can hardly believe my luck. He 
has made me feel so special, so loved. | worry about Uncle 
Tony though and what he will say. | will always choose Brett, 
but | don't want to have to make a choice. 


The clouds have started to gather by the time we have 
eaten breakfast, and | pack the new shoes, underwear and 
red dress away. 


“Hey now, | hope you're still not sad.” Brett smiles one of his 
sexy, slow smiles, and | can't help but smile back. 


“I'm sorry, Brett, I'm just childish. It's just that last night was 
SO amazing, | guess now it's over, and I'm coming back down 
to earth with a thud!” | laugh at my own foolishness as Brett 
scoops me up and tips me onto the bed. 


“Hey, your life, our life, is going to be amazing from now on, 
I'm going to make it my main goal in everything | do. Just 
you wait until we have those three children. Now, how about 
a quick practice session in making those babies before we 
go?” 

We tussle on the bed in a mock fight until I’m laughing once 
again, all fears forgotten until we are interrupted by a knock 
at the sitting room door. 


“Ah, saved by the porter” Brett kisses me gently before 
getting up, and I quickly adjust my clothing. 


Despite our happy mood, the clouds continue to gather as 

we drive home. Brett's original intention was to drop me in 

town, but as the rain starts to fall, he makes the decision to 
take me back. 


“I'm not letting any woman of mine walk home in the rain, 
and besides, | don't care if anyone sees us. Tony will know 
about us soon enough so what does it matter now?” 


| love the way Brett keeps saying ‘us’. | feel that we have 
already started our life together. Everything is going to be 
all right. 


It's raining hard by the time we reach Uncle Tony's, and we 
can't get inside quick enough. We stand at the door, Brett 
holding my overnight bag and getting soaked while | look 
for the key in my pocket, annoyed at myself that | didn't find 
it before we got out of the car. Just as | find the key, the door 
swings open and Uncle Tony is standing in the doorway 
glaring at us. 


“Welcome home.” 


CHAPTER 29 


Brett 


What the fuck? For a moment I'm entirely knocked sideways 
mentally. Nothing could have prepared me for the shock of 
seeing Tony. This was the last thing | expected. 


My brain works overtime as | struggle to find an excuse, 
some plausible explanation of why I’m dropping Amy off at 
lunchtime with her overnight bag in my hand. 


“I thought you were in Europe. What are you doing back 
home?” 


“Well, you thought wrong. Let's just say that a little bird told 
me...” 


As if on cue, Trish appears in the doorway. Now it all makes 
sense. 


“Listen, Tony, | can explain...” His eyes glare at me, and | 
have never seen him look so angry. | worry about his blood 
pressure. “Now look, Tony...” 


Before | can finish his left hook hits me straight on the nose. 
It's painful but nothing too serious, Tony is no fighter, but 
he's hotheaded. | resist the urge to hit back, and instead, | 
clasp his arms by his side. 


“Tony, listen. It's not what you think...” 


He shakes my hands from his arms and swings for me again, 
this time I'm ready and dodge the blow. 


“So you're not fucking my goddaughter then?” 


He half snarls, half laughs, like a man possessed and ready 
to die for his cause, as he starts to push me backwards. 


“No, | mean yes, but...” 


He still doesn't let me finish and starts throwing more 
punches, but | refuse to fight him. After a few minutes in the 
rain, we are both soaked through to the bone. 


“Look, Tony. Can't we discuss this like civilized human 
beings, indoors?” 


He ignores me, pushing me further down the driveway. 


“Trish told me her suspicions after the meal the other night. 
It was her idea to follow you two to the zoo... acting as my 
own private detective. | told her she was out of her mind 
thinking what she thought. | told her that you were a good 
friend, my best friend in a lot of ways, and that | had asked 
you to look after Amy for me... but | saw no harm in her 
request to dig a little deeper... mostly just so her suspicions 
would be put to rest, but instead they were only vindicated.” 


Another punch catches me on the arm, and | glare at Trish 
standing in the doorway smirking. By her side stands Amy 
looking pale and frightened. 


“Uncle Tony, let him explain...” 


“There's nothing to explain, Amy. This man is old enough to 
be your father. | trusted him, I...” 


“But | love him, and he loves me...” 


Another blow catches me on the chin, but this time it 
actually hurts. | feel blood dripping from my face, the red 
liquid falling to the ground and disappearing as it mixes 
with the rain...just like how Tony’s wishing I’d pull a 
disappearing act, forever. 


But there’s no way that’s about to happen. Not now. Amy is 
mine and dammit I’m not going anywhere. If he wants a 


fight, he better be prepared to fight to the death, because 
that’s how much she means to me. Everything. 


He sees my hands curl into fists and laughs triumphantly, as 
if this is over, or if he thinks I’m going to stand here and just 
keep taking this. 


“You love him, huh? Well I'll show you the type of man he is. 
C'mon Brett boy. Why don't you punch me? Scared eh? 
Scared of showing young Amy here your true colors?” 


| lash out and catch Tony on the side of his face. | see him 
wince, but then he smiles. 


“Old habits die hard, eh, Brett?” 


He's playing with me, been taunting me all along, waiting 
for me to hit back and I've fallen straight into his trap. 


“There are one or two things | could tell you about lover boy 
here, Amy!” 


| feel my heart racing. 
“Don't you dare, Tony.” 


| jab him again, and this time | catch him on the cheekbone, 
it's only a small cut, but | draw blood. 


For a moment he's stunned and puts his hand to his face, 
feels the blood. | see the triumph in his eyes. 


“See that, Amy? That's the type of man you have fallen in 
love with. A convicted criminal who has served time, a 
gangster, a fighter...” 


“Shut up Tony.” 


| glance at Amy and see her face is white, the big trusting 
eyes open and looking straight at me. 


“Don't listen to him, Amy. | can explain...” 
“But it's true though isn't it, Brett? You killed a man...” 


I want to silence him, and | know with one blow this could all 
be over. 


“You know that's not true, Tony.” 


“But you served time for killing a man in a fight, didn't you 
Brett? Just like that man that killed your father, Amy...” 


“Yes, no...” My head reels as the blood races through my 
brain. | see Amy's face, looking at me in horror. 


“It wasn't like that... Amy...” 


Before | can finish or have time to explain, Amy runs from 
the door, down the path and out into the street. | want to 
follow her, but Tony blocks my way. 


“No you don't, Brett. You and | have unfinished business 
here.” 


He hits me again, but now the anger has left me, and | feel 
exhausted. 


“C'mon, Brett. Don't you want to fight? | know how much 
you love to throw blows... always have, always will.” 


| shake my head. “Tony, you've got to understand 
something. | love Amy, and I want to look after her. | have a 
big house, plenty of money, and | can give her the life she 
deserves. What's so wrong with that?” 


My words seem to stop him in his tracks for a moment. 


“You're my friend. | trusted you. For god's sake, she's 
eighteen years old, Brett!” 


“Nineteen,” | correct him. “This isn't about Amy at all, is it? 
It's about you and me. Well I'm sorry Tony, but we didn't 
mean to fall in love, it just happened.” 


“| was an idiot for trusting you.” 


“No, you asked me to look out for Amy, and that's what | 
did... only | fell in love with her. What's so wrong with that?” 


“You're too old. She needs someone her own age.” 


| half laugh. “So you would rather have some pimple-faced 
kid who possibly has no chance of going anywhere with his 
life hanging off her? Look, Tony, | can pay her way through 
dance school, give her a home...” 


“Marry her?” 

He throws the words at me as a challenge. 

| take in a deep breath to calm myself. 

“Yes, Tony. That’s exact/y what | plan on doing.” 


Tony is still annoyed with me, but | have taken some of the 
fire out of his belly. He's not a fighter, and now that his 
adrenalin is used up his shoulders slump. 


He shakes his head. 


“| don't get it, Brett. You’re twice her age. | promised her dad 
and | promised her Mom that | would take care of her.” 


“And | promise you, Tony, that / will take care of her.” 


| rush off into the rain to look for Amy, hoping that it's not 
too late. 


CHAPTER 30 


Amy 


| hardly know where I'm running to, and | don't really care. 
Tears sting my eyes as | run through the wet streets, barely 
noticing the rain. The park is empty, just one man walking a 
dog, and | walk to the duck pond and take a seat. | watch 
the rain making ripples in the water, my heart almost 
breaking. | can hardly believe Uncle Tony's words, but why 
would he make up something like that? Brett didn't deny it, 
nearly the opposite. 


Why didn't he tell me about his past? | could never love 
someone that killed a man, but | love Brett, or at least | 
thought | did. | can't think straight. | trusted him, believed in 
him. Everything he said to me could be a lie? 


Somehow | feel cheap, used. | have never been so miserable 
in my entire life. | knew things wouldn't last, it was too 
perfect. | remember now his bruised hand, the night he got 
my pay from Jed. | hadn't wanted to think about it at the 
time, but now it was all starting to make sense. 


In the distance, | hear him calling my name. | stand up to 
walk away, but it's too late, he's already seen me. l'm too 
exhausted to run and sit back down again as Brett 
approaches. 


CHAPTER 31 


Brett 


“AMY.. f en 


She doesn't look at me but continues to stare blankly into 
the water. | could kick myself for not having told her. Damn 
Tony. | sit on the bench next to her, and we sit in silence fora 
long while, just staring at the ducks bobbing on the water. 


“| wish | were a duck, life would be a lot simpler.” 


| was hoping for a smile, but Amy continues to stare sadly at 
the water, 


“Look, Amy...” 

“Did you kill someone?” 

She looks up at me, the same eyes but no longer trusting. 
“No Amy, I didn't kill anyone.” 

“But you have been in prison?” 

| hang my head in shame. 


“Yes. | served twelve months in prison, but that was a long 
time ago. A man can make mistakes when he’s young.” 


“What did you do?” 

| look at my hands, not knowing where to start. 

“I'ma bit like you, Amy. | never knew my dad, although | 
don't think my mom knew much about him either. My mom 
never really wanted me. | was just another mouth to feed 


that she couldn't afford. We moved around a lot from city to 
city, one bad housing project to another. | never had any 


time to make friends, and all my learning was on the streets. 
As | got older, | was left to my own devices, my mother either 
drank or was with a new man. She had no time for me. | 

lived off the streets and my wits, stealing food and anything 
| could to keep me alive. There are a lot of bad people out 
there, and | soon learned to use my fists. | had no choice. It 
was the only life | knew. My mom died when | was fourteen, 
and after that | was on my own. | fell in with the wrong 
crowd. | needed to feel as if | belonged somewhere, 
anywhere. | was part of a street gang, and it made me feel as 
if | was somebody. | had only been with them for a few weeks 
when there was a fight with a rival gang. One guy was killed. 
A punch to the head knocked him out cold and then his 
head hit the pavement and he was dead on impact. | was 
naive at the time. The gang was involved in drugs, and | had 
no idea. | was the new boy and they set me up. | was a big 
kid for my age and without any defense or anyone to vouch 
for me, | was convicted and put away. | was only sixteen by 
that time. It was only when a social worker became 
interested in my case and got me a lawyer and an appeal 
that the real culprit was found and | was acquitted.” 


| stop for a moment, the memories and emotions hidden for 
so long coming back to haunt me. 


| feel Amy's hand on my arm, and she is looking directly at 
me. 


“Why didn't you tell me?” 
| shrug, “The time never seemed right, | wanted to...” 
“Did Uncle Tony know all this?” 


| nod. | hadn't told a soul about my past, apart from Tony 
and now | wished I never had, it should have stayed buried. 


“So why did he say those things?” 


| look back into her beautiful face, a glimmer of hope in her 
big blue eyes. 


“Don't blame Tony, he was just angry. We all say things we 
don't mean in anger. He trusted me with the person he cares 
about more than anyone, and | failed him. I'm sorry, Amy. | 
should have told you, l...” 


“Did you hit Jed?” 

| frown, not quite getting her meaning. 

“Jed?” 

“The time you asked him for my money, did you hit him? 
Your hands were bruised, and I thought...” 


Remembering I shake my head and laugh. “Jed felt bad the 
day after your show and was happy to give me the money. 
I'm afraid | was rather drunk that night and fell down the 
stairs and hit my hand.” 


Before | can speak another word, she’s kissing me, and 
somehow | know that everything is going to be all right. 


EPILOGUE 


Amy 
Ten years later 


I'm lost in my favorite daydream, it's my nineteenth birthday 
and our first time together. | tingle at the thought. That 
would have been almost ten years ago. Where has the time 
gone? 


It's been hard to keep this party a secret, but | want to make 
Brett's fiftieth a very special day. Maybe it won't be as 
glamorous as my nineteenth birthday, but one thing's for 
sure...| love him more than ever, and | have one or two 
Surprises up my sleeve. 


“Mom, where should | put these?” 


Charlotte is seven, the eldest and the spitting image of her 
father...dark hair and eyes and with a fiery temper to boot. 
She carries a whole bunch of multicolored balloons bearing 
the number fifty in gold writing. 


“Put one on each table, honey.” 
I'm not sure who is more excited, the kids or me. 


Jacob is five, and | can see him telling his Great Uncle Tony 
how many cupcakes to put on each plate. Tony had better 
keep an eye out, or my son will gobble down each and every 
one in record time...or at least as many as he can until he 
gets a tummy ache. 


Jacob is like me... blonde hair and blue eyes, and l'm sure 
he's going to be on stage one day. Tony has been both a 
great friend to Brett and an amazing uncle to the kids over 


the years. Somehow | think he still feels guilty for nearly 
splitting Brett and me up all those years ago. They joke 
about it now, of course, but it took awhile for things to settle 
down. Trish left the scene soon after that, and there has 
been nobody since. We are his family now. He loves the kids, 
and they love him. 


There was no prouder man than Tony on the day of our 
wedding. He gave me away in place of my father, and there 
wasn't a dry eye in the house. It was a beautiful ceremony, 
and | can still see the look on Brett's face as | walked down 
the aisle with Tony at my side. 


But this is not a day for dreaming, there is too much to do 
before Brett gets here. We are holding the surprise party for 
Brett in the dance studio. We waited until after | had finished 
my dance studies to get married, and he bought me this 
studio as a wedding present. | can't believe the perfect life | 
have...a wonderful and loving husband, two beautiful 
children, a lovely home and my dream job, and it's all 
thanks to Brett. 


| look at my watch realizing he'll be here soon. | need to get 
changed, just like | did back on my nineteenth birthday 
when | awaited his arrival then. 


| can’t help but smile as it’s apparent that some things never 
change...just like my love for him and his love for me, and 
for our family... which he reminds me of each and every 
day... multiple times. 


EPILOGUE 


Brett 


I'm picking up Amy from the dance studio. Tony has the kids, 
and we’re going out for a meal tonight for my fiftieth 
birthday. Amy’s kept me young, and | love her more than 
ever, if that’s even humanly possible. 


The car park at the studio is pretty full, but I'm not 
surprised. | bought this place for Amy, but she gets all the 
credit. She’s worked hard for seven years to make this the 
best dance school in the city, all while having and raising 
two kids in that time. | have no idea how she does it. There’s 
no doubt she’s absolutely the star of our family, and the 
engine that makes us run as one. 


I'm surprised to find it's pretty quiet as | walk through the 
door. Usually kids are running every which way and parents 
are waiting to pick them up while music blasts in the 
background...that’s a “normal” day. 


| open the door to the main hall, and am shocked to see 
nothing but darkness. All of the curtains are closed, and the 
lights are switched off. My eyes need a second to adjust. 


“Surprise!” 


The lights flick on, and poppers and streamers fill the air. | 
hear the sound of a champagne cork popping and about fifty 
people, comprised of friends and work colleagues, are all 
lined up and singing 'Happy Birthday’. It's hard to take it all 
in fora moment, especially when Jacob and Charlotte rush 
forward to give mea kiss. 


“Happy Birthday, daddy.” 


It's an emotional moment as Charlotte hands me a balloon 
and Jacob forks over a half-eaten cupcake as his gift to me. 


| love my kids so much. 


| look around for Amy, ready to chastise her for keeping such 
a secret. Now | understand what all the whispering was 
about at home over the last few weeks. It may be my 
birthday, but she’s the one who’s going to get a spanking 
later, and I’m going to make sure she’s not whispering when 
| deliver it...in the best kind of way that | know she likes. 


Tony slaps me on the back and hands me a glass of 
champagne. 


“Happy Birthday, old man. Welcome to the club!” 


Tony’s always been a great friend, except for that one time 
he was trying his best to be Amy’s protector when | was 
trying my hardest to reason with him about why I should 
take that responsibility from him. | guess in some ways | 
can’t fault him for that, and he did relent, so in the end it all 
turned out perfectly and we’re closer now than ever 


“Where's Amy?” 


He points vaguely to one of the back rooms. “| think she's 
chatting to the caterers, she'll be here in a minute. Why 
don't you come and sit down with me.” 


I'm still a bit shell-shocked as Tony walks me over to a row of 
seats lined up in front of the stage, used by the dance studio 
for shows. 


| take a deep sip of champagne, nodding and waving and 
saying hello to friends | haven't seen in a while. Guests start 
to gather around me, and | wonder what’s going on when 
the lights dim. 


A spotlight appears on stage, and there is a whistling sound 
as the studio sound system is activated. 


“And now ladies and gentlemen, for one night only, The Amy 
Stephens Studio of Dance proudly presents... Gilda.” 


My glass is half raised to my mouth, suspended in mid-air, as 
a black-gloved arm appears from behind the red curtain. 
Another arm appears and then a black fishnet stockinged 
leg. 

The crowd hoots and hollers as Amy appears clad in her red 
basque and feather wrap. She looks exactly the same as she 
did all those years ago, the dancing has kept her fit, and she 
has held her figure, despite having two children. 


I’m transported back in time to that night so many years ago 
when | first laid eyes on her as she sways to the same 
binaural beat. 


It was love at first sight then, and ten years later | love her 
more than ever. 


She goes through the same routine and this time she gets to 
sing the whole of 'Fever'. 


Amy finishes the act to thunderous applause, and | give my 
leading lady a standing ovation before she rushes into my 
arms. 


“Happy Birthday darling.” She kisses me, cupping my face. | 
still get goose bumps from her touch. 


| pull her into me and whisper into her ear, “It's a wonderful 
birthday surprise, and it was great to see Gilda again. Will | 
be going to bed with Gilda or Amy tonight?” 


| laugh and give her firm butt a slap, managing to hide my 
hand, and her backside, from the view of our friends. That 
beautiful butt is mine and no one else’s. l'Il never share one 
inch of her with anyone, and that includes even a peek into 
the most intimate parts of our relationship. 


“Well, this isn't your main present.” Amy looks at me with 
those big, blue eyes of hers. 


| frown, hoping she hasn't spent too much on me. 
“This is your present.” 


Taking my hand, she lays it over her red satin tummy. “Baby 
number three, because... well... you did say that you always 
wanted three!” 


My heart almost stops as | gently caress her stomach. It's too 
early yet, but I'm sure | can feel a slight bump. 


| can’t believe how Amy has changed my life, and | wrap her 
tightly in my arms. 


She is my one perfect love. 


“| love you, my one and only woman for eternity,” | growl 
into her ear. 


“I love you.” 
“Mom! Dad! Can we have cake?” the kids ask. 


| pull them in close and I get the one birthday wish | wish for 
every year...my family, together. 


“| love us,” she says. 


“And us has always started with you...always has, always 
will.” 


She smiles and I see that twinkle in her eyes, knowing she 
feels the endless supply of love | have for her. Now that, is 
what celebrating my birthday, and my life, is all about. 


Because that’s exactly what she is... my life, my love, my 
everything. 
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